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BIRDS OF PASSAGE 

INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

The Courtship of Miles Standish gave title to 
a volcine, published in 1858, which contauied in 
addition a number of soparate poems grouped 
oiider the heading, Birds of Passage. It was in- 
troduced by the poem Prometheus and closed by 
Epimeiheus, The title, which had been used be- 
fore for a single poem, was conveniently compre- 
hensive and appi-opriate, and when making the 
fii'st collective edition of his works after this, Mr. 
Longfellow employed it to stand ^bove bis various 
shorter pieces after this date, an-anging them ac- 
cording to their successive issues in book form, as 
Flight the First, whit'h included the poems pub- 
lidied in 77ie Cottrts/iifi of Miles StandisK vol- 
ume, and thus thi-otigh FUgftt tU Fifth. This 
arrangement is hata followed with a slight chnnge. 
The poem Birds of Passage, originally puhlislied 
in The Seiiside and The Firenide, is iiia^le to lead 
tlm fii-st J-fight. Promet/ipus and Epimethevs, 
instead of heading and closing one section) are 
placed together, since in their original comimsition 
and in the author's intention they were comple- 
mentary poems. 

fn tlie present edition it has been fonnd con- 
venient to group in two volumes all of Mr. Long- 
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fellow's shorter poems. These pneiiis fall naturally 
into two main divisions. The former iucludes the 
minor pieces produced between the years 1837 and 
1850, that is, from the time when the poet estab- 
Ji^hed himself at Cambridge in his thirty-first year 
to the time when hia mind was largely engrossed 
with the themes which demanded longer flights, 
like EuangeJlne, The. Golden Legend, and The 
Song of Hiawatha. The poems of this division 
are brought together, with The Spanish Student, 
in the volume which forms the first of the series 
of Mr. Longfellow's poetical works in the present 
edition. The latter of the two divisions into which 
his minor work falls reaches in the main from 
about 1854 until the close of his life, and is repre- 
sented by the present volume, which includes the 
several miscellaneous collections made hy Mr. 
Longfellow from time to time, as well as the small 
volume issued after his death. 

It may be remarked that this second suoeession 
of imetic flights began about the time when Mr. 
Longfellow released himself from academic work 
aiffi secured that freedom from routine to which 
for several years he had been looking forward ; it 
should be observed, however, that up to the pub- 
lication of The Covrtship of MHea Stnndish, his 
poetic work, including Tfie Golden Legend, was 
produced under whatever disa^lvantage came from 
his college occupation. Still, tliere can be little 
iloubt that with his release came a quickening of 
the poetic faculty and a resolution for large ven- 
tures. It was after tliis that the greater part of 
Christus and in effect the whole of the transla- 
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exception, all of Iiis briefer and such of his longer 
work as was appropriate. 

The material, therefore, for the illustration of 
the biography of Mr. Longfellow's shorter poems, 
after this date, is very meagre ; the dates are given 
in many instances, but it has not been thought nec- 
essary always to note the place of their appear- 
ance, since the magazine which carried most of 
them is not, like those to which he contributed in 
his earlier days, extinct and difficult of access. In 
the notes at the end of the volume will be found a 
number of references to authorities and sources of 
the poems which were not properly Mr. Longfel- 
low's memoranda, and therefore have not been used 
as head-notes. 
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tion of the Divina Commcdia were 
After this were also written tlie tales col. 
der the title of Ihlcs of a Wayside . 
from this time forward his shorter poeo 
abundantly, with apparent ease and freedc 
the occasions for wiiting were used with j/v' 
arable sense of leisure. In respeet of qua, 
fully thi-ee quarters of Mr, Longfellow's poi 
was produced after he had laid aside bisduties 
professor, and yet under the fret of academic ro., 
tine he fancied himself growing old when in liiJ 
forty-eighth year, 

As poetry, always supreme in his purpose, hi 
rendered suboi-dinate by circumstance, became 
so to speak, his profession, he dwelt less and lesa] 
upon the history of his mental processes. He saidj 
but little in bis diary of his academic work whei 
that made the chief occupation of bis days, Viut 
noted frequently the movements of his poetic | 
thought. When his days were bound each tOj 
each by continuous writing of verse, he barelyfl 
noted the beginning or completion of poems: th^H 
verses that flowed from his pen canied with tbentj 
the story of bis spiritual adventure. There wnSffl 
besides, somewhat less circumstance about theipl 
publication tlian in earlier days. The estahlish--!| 
ment of PntnuTti's Mat/ozine in 1853 afforded the J 
poet an agreeable medium for publication, and ", 
later, when T/ie At/antic Monthh/ was begun \a.,. 
1857, under the editorship of bis friend Mr. Lowell,'! 
and especially when it passed iuto the haiida of | 
his publishers, Messrs. Ticknor & Fields, he had P' 
a convenient vehicle whieli carried, with but tnfling ' 
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. . . come i gm van cantando lor lai, 
Facendo in aer di s^ Innga riga. 

Dante. 

FUGHT THE FIRST. 
BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 
Written November 1, 1845. 

Black shadows fall 
From the lindens tail. 
That lift aloft their massive wall 
Against the southern sky ; 

And from the realms 
Of the shadowy elms 
A tide-like darkness overwhelms 
The fields that round us lie. 

But the night is fair. 
And everywhere 
A warm, soft vapor fills the air. 
And distant sounds seem near ; 

And above, in the light 
Of the star-lit night, 
Swift birds of passage wing their flight 
Through the dewy atmosphere. 
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I hear the beat 
Of their pmions fleet, 
As from the land of snow and sleet 
They seek a southern lea. 

I hear the cry 
Of their voices high 
Falling dreamily through the sky, 
But their forms I cannot see. 

Oh, say not so ! 
Those sounds that flow 
In murmurs of delight and woe 
Come not from wings of birds. 

They are the throngs 
Of the poet's songs, 

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wr 
The sound of winged words. 

This is the cry 
Of souls, that high 
On toiling, beating pinions, fly, 
Seeking a warmer clime. 

From their distant flight 
Through realms of light 
It falls into our world of night. 

With the murmuring sound of rhyme. 
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PROMETHEUS, 

OR THE poet's FORETUOUflHT. 

The tno poems Promellteus and Epimftkeui were orig^nall; 
conceived as a mi^Ib poem, bearing both die names in Uie titie. 
Mr. LongCuUow in tua diotj', May lU, 1854, saya : "WciUiig a 
poem whiuli I hope will turn oat a good one, Provtethens unil Kpi- 
mriAcut, the before and the after ; the feeling at the fimt ileaign 
and eiflttutimi cumpantd with that with whicL one looka 1uu'k 
upon the work when done." The two poems were printed to- 
gellier in Ptilnam'a Mngazlae, Febmary, 18fl5. 

Of PrometheuH, how undaunted 

Ou Olympus' sliiuiug bastions 
His audacious foot he planted, 
Myths are toU aud songs are clianted, 

Full of promptiugif aud suggestions. 

Beautiful is the tradition 

Of that flight througli heavenly portals, 
The old classic snpei-stition 
Of the theft and the transmission 

Of the fire of the Immortals I 

First the deed of noble daring, 

Bom of heavenward aspiration. 

Then the fire with mortals sharing, 

Then the vulture, — the despairing 

C17 of pain on crags Caucasian. 

All is hut a symbol painted 

Of the Poet, Prophet, Seer ; 
Only those are ci-owned and sainted 
Who with grief hav« lieen acquainted, 

Making nations nobler, freer. 
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In thoir foveriali exultations, 

In their trinmpli and their yt>i 
In their p^sionntc pukatiunB, 
In tlieir wortla am{)ng the nations, 
The Ptouiethean fije is burning. 

Shall It, then, be unavailing. 

All this toil for human culture ? 
Through the cioud-raek, dark and trailing 
MuMt they see above them sailing 
O'er life's barren crags the vulture V 



Such a fate as this was Dante's, 

By defeat and exile maddened ; 
Thus were Milton and Cervantes, 
JJature'a prieats and Corybantes, 
By affliction touched and sa^ldened. 



4 



But the glories so transcendent 

That around their memories eliister, 
And, on all their steps attendant, 
Make their darkened lives I'esplendent 
With such gleams of inwai^l lustre I 

All the melodies mysterious. 

Through the dreary darkness chanted 5 
Thoughts in attitudes imperious. 
Voices soft, and deep, and serious, 

Words that whispered, songs that haunted 

All the soul in rapt suspension, 
All the quivering, palpitating 
Chords of life In utmost tension, 
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With the fervor of invention, 
With the rapture of creating ! 

Ah, Prometheus I heaven-scaling ! 

In such hours of exultation 
Even the faintest heart, unquailing. 
Might behold the vulture sailing 

Round the cloudy crags Caucasian ! 

Though to all there be not given 
Strength for such sublime endeavor, 

Thus to scale the walls of heaven, 

And to leaven with fiery leaven. 
All the hearts of men forever ; 

Yet all bards, whose hearts unblighted 

Honor and believe the presage, 
Hold aloft their torches lighted, 
Gleaming through the realms benighted, 
As they onward bear the message ! 

EPIMETHEUS. 

OR THE poet's AFTERTHOUGHT. 

'* May 22, 1854. Write Epimetheus as an epilog^ne to the yol- 
ome to which Prometheus will serve as prologue.'' 

Have I dreamed ? or was it real. 

What I saw as in a vision. 
When to marches hymeneal 
In the land of the Ideal 

Moved my thought o'er Fields Elysian? 

Line 8. Though to all there ia not given 
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What ! are these the guests whose glance* 
Seemed like sunshine gleaming round mj 

These the wild, bewildering fancies, 

That with ditliyranibic dances 
As with magic circles bound me ? 

Ah I how cold are their caresses I 

Pallid cheeks, and hazard bosoms I 
Spectral gleam their snow-white dresses, 
And from loose, dishevelled tresses 
FaU the fayacinthine blossoms I 

O my songs ! whose winsome measures 

Filled my heart with secret rapture 1 

Children of my golden leisures I 

Must even your delights and pleasures 

Fade and perish with the capture ? 

Fair they seemed, those songs sonorous, 
When they eame to me unbidden ; 

Voices single, and in chorus. 

Like the wild birds singing o'er u3 J! 

In the dark of branches hidden. 

Disenchantment ! Disillusion I 

Must each noble aspiration 
Come at last to this conclusion, 
Jarring discord, vrild confusion, 

Lassitude, renunciation? 

Not with steeper fall nor faster, 

From the sun's serene dominions, 
Not through brighter realms nor vaster. 
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In swift ruin and disaster, 

Icai'us fell with shattered pinions I 

Sweet Pandora ! dear Pandora ! 

Why did mighty Jove create thee 
Coy as Thetis, fair as Flora, 
Beautiful as young Aurora, 

If to win thee is to hate thee ? 

No, not hate thee ! for this feeling 

Of unrest and long resistance 
Is but passionate appealing, 
A prophetic whisper stealing 

O'er the chords of our existence. 

Him whom thou dost once enamor, 

Thou, beloved, never leavest ; 
In life's discord, strife, and clamor. 
Still he feels thy spell of glamour ; 

Him of Hope thou ne'er bereavest. 

Weary hearts by thee are lifted. 

Struggling souls by thee are strengthened. 
Clouds of fear asunder rifted, 
Truth from falsehood cleansed and sifted. 

Lives, like days in summer, lengthened ! 

Therefore art thou ever dearer, 

O my Sibyl, my deceiver ! 
For thou makest each mystery clearer. 
And the unattained seems nearer, 

When thou fillest my heart with fever I 



20 BIRDS OF PASSAGE 

Muse of all the Gifts and Graces ! 

Though the fields around us wither, 
There are ampler realms and spaces, 
Where no foot has left its traces : 

Let us turn and wander thither I 



THE LADDER OF ST. AUGUSTINE. 

Saint Augustine ! well hast thou said, 
That of our vices we can frame 

A ladder, if we will but tread 

Beneath our feet each deed of shame ! 

All common things, each day's events, 
That with the hour begin and end. 

Our pleasures and our discontents. 
Are rounds by which we may ascend. 

The low desire, the base design. 
That makes another's virtues less; 

The revel of the ruddy wine, 
And all occasions of excess ; 

The longing for ignoble things ; 

The strife for triumph more than truth ; 
The hardening of the heart, that brings 

Irreverence for the dreams of youth ; 

All thoughts of ill ; all evil deeds, 

That have their root in thoughts of ill ; 

Whatever hinders or impedes 
The action of the nobler will ; — 
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All these must first be trampled down 
Beneath our feet, if we would gain 

In the bright fields of fair renown 
The right of eminent domain. 

We have not wings, we cannot soar ; 

But we have feet to scale and climb 
By slow degrees, by more and more, 

The cloudy summits of our time. 

The mighty pyramids of stone 

That wedge-like cleave the desert airs, 

When nearer seen, and better known, 
Are but gigantic flights of stairs. 

The distant mountains, that uprear 
Their solid bastions to the skies. 

Are crossed by pathways, that appear 
As we to higher levels rise. 

The heights by great men reached and kept 
Were not attained by sudden flight. 

But they, while their companions slept^ 
Were toiling upward in the night. 

Standing on what too long we bore 

With shoidders bent and downcast eyes, 

We may discern — unseen before — 
A path to higher destinies. 

Nor deem the irrevocable Past 

As wholly wasted, wholly vain. 
If, rising on its wrecks, at last 

To something nobler we attain. 
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THE PHANTOM SHIP. 

Mr. S. Ward called Mr. Longfellow's attention to the incident 
in Mather's Magnolia in January, 1841, but he seems to have 
made no use of it until October 11, 1850, when he relates: '^I 
was in the college library to-day, asking for Mather's Magnolia. 
Dr. Harris gave it to me, saying, *" Tou cannot find in it what yon 
want, for there is no index.' ' Then it is of no use to me,' said 
I, and opened a volume at random. There, before my eyes, was 
the very thing I wsmted ; namel^/^ the account of the Phantom 
Ship at New Haven, Book I. , chapter 6. I wrote a poem on the 
subject in the evening." He mentions a few days later tliat he 
has written two Phantom Ships^ but only one has been preserved. 
The other may have been upon a more grotesque theme sug- 
gested by Mr. Ward in the same letter that contained the ref- 
erence to Mather. 

In Mather's Magnalia Christi, 

Of the old colonial time, 
May be found in prose the legend 

That is here set down in rhyme. 

A ship sailed from New Haven, 

And the keen and frosty airs. 
That filled her sails at parting, 

Were heavy with good men's prayers. 

" O Lord I if it be thy pleasure " — 

Thus prayed the old divine — 
" To bury our friends in the ocean, 

Take them, for they are thine ! 
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But Master Lamberton muttered, 
And under his breath said he, 
" This ship is so crank and walty, 
I fear our grave she will be I " 
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And the ships that came from England, 
When the winter months were gone, 

Brought no tidings of this vessel 
Nor of Master Lamberton. 

This put the people to praying 

That the Lord would let them hear 

What in his greater wisdom 

He had done with friends so dear. 

And at last their prayers were answered: 

It was in the month of June, 
An hour before the sunset 

Of a windy afternoon, 

When, steadily steering landward, 

A ship was seen below, 
And they knew it was Lamberton, Master, 

Who sailed so long ago. 

On she came, wit^ a cloud of canvas, 
Eight against the wind that blew, 

Until the eye could distinguish 
The faces of the crew. 

Then fell her straining topmasts. 
Hanging tangled in the shrouds, 

And her sails were loosened and lifted, 
And blown away like clouds. 

And the masts, with all their rigging. 

Fell slowly, one by one, 
And the hulk dilated and vanished. 

As a sea-mist in the sun ! 
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And the people who saw this marvel 

£ach said unto his friend, 
That this was the mould of their vessel. 

And thus her tragic end. 

And the pastor of the village 
Gave thanks to God in prayer, 

That, to quiet their troubled spirits. 
He had sent this Ship of Air. 



THE WARDEN OF THE CINQUE PORTS. 

Written in October, 1852. The Warden was the Duke of Wel- 
lington, who died September 13. The poem was published in the- 
first number of Putnam'' s Magazine, January, 1858. 

A MIST was driving down the British Channel, 

The day was just begun, 
And through the window-panes, on floor and 
panel. 

Streamed the red autumn sun. 

It glanced on flowing flag and rippling pennon. 

And the white sails of ships ; 
And, from the frowning rampart, the black can- 
non 

Hailed it with feverish lips. 

Sandwich and Romney, Hastings, Hithe, and 
Dover 

Were all alert that day. 
To see the French war-steamers speeding over. 

When the fog cleared away. 
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Sullen and silent, and like couchant lions, 

Their cannon, through the night. 
Holding their breath, had watched, in gi*im de- 
fiance, 

The sea-coast opposite. 

And now they roared at drum-beat from their 
stations 

On every citadel ; 
Each answering each, with morning salutations, 

That all was well. 

And down the coast, all taking up the burden, 

Replied the distant forts. 
As if to summon from his sleep the Warden 

And Lord of the Cinque Ports. 

Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure. 

No drum-beat from the wall. 
No morning gun from the black fort's embrasure, 

Awaken with its call ! 

No more, surveying with an eye impartial 

The long line of the coast, 
Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field Marshal 

Be seen upon his post ! 

For in the night, unseen, a single warrior. 

In sombre harness mailed, 
Dreaded of man, and surnamed th^ Destroyer, 

The rampart wall had scaled. 

He passed into the chamber of the sleeper, 
The dark and silent room, 
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And as be entered, darker grew, and deeper, 
The silence and the gloom. 

He did not pause to parley or dissemble, 

But smote the Warden hoar ; 
Ah! what a blow! that made all England trem« 
ble 

And groan from shore to shore. 

Meanwhile, without, the surly cannon waited, 

The sun rose bright o'erhead ; 
Nothing in Nature's aspect intimated 

That a gi'eat man was dead. 



HAUNTED HOUSES. 

All houses wherein men have lived and died 
Are haunted houses. Through the open doors 

The harmless phantoms on their errands glide, 
With feet that make no sound upon the floors. 

We meet them at the doorway, on the stair, 
Along the passages they come and go. 

Impalpable impressions on the air, 

A sense of something moving to and fro. 

There are more guests at table, than the hosts 

Invited ; the illuminated hall 
Is thronged with quiet, inoffensive ghosts, 

As silent as^the pictures on the wall. 

The stranger at my fireside cannot see 

The forms I see, nor hear the sounds I hear ; 
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He but perceives what is ; while unto me 
All that has been is visible aiid clear. 

We have no title-deeds to bouse or lands ; 

Owners aud ocoiipaiits of earlier dates 
From graves forgotten stretth their dusty hands, 

And hold in mortmain still their old estates. 

The spiritrworld around this world of sense 
Floats like an atmosphei-e, and everywhere 

"W'afts through these earthly mists and vapors 
dense 
A vital hreatli of more ethereal air, 

Our little lives are kept in equipoise 
By opposite attractions and desires ; 

The struggle of the instinct that enjoys. 
And tlie more noble instinct that aspires. 

Tlieae perturbations, this perpetual jar 
Of earthly wants and aspirations high, 

Come from tlie iufliience of an unseen star, 
An undiscovered planet in our sky. 

And as the moon from some dark gate of cloud 
Throws o'er the sea a floating bridge of light. 

Across whose trembling planks our fanties crowd 
Into the realm of mystery and night. — 

So from the world of spirits there descends 
A bridge of light, connecting it with this. 

O'er whose unsteady floor, that sways and bends, 
AVander our thoughts above the dark abyss. 
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IN THE CHURCHYARD AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Published first in a vokime entitled Autumn Leaves^ issued in 
Cambridge in aid of a local charity, in 1853. The churchyard is 
that adjoining Christ Church. 

In the village churchyard she lies, 
Dust is in her beautiful eyes, 

No more she breathes, nor feels, nor stirs ; 
At her feet and at her head 
Lies a slave to attend the dead. 

But their dust is white as hers. 

Was she, a lady of high degree. 
So much in love with the vanity 

And foolish pomp of this world of ours ? 
Or was it Christian charity. 
And lowliness and humility. 

The richest and rarest of all dowers ? 

Who shall tell us ? No one speaks ; 
No color shoots into those cheeks. 

Either of anger or of pride. 
At the rude question we have asked ; 
Nor will the mystery be unmasked 

By those who are sleeping at her side. 

Hereafter ? — And do you think to look 
On the terrible pages of that Book 

To find her failings, faults, and errors ? 
Ah, you will then have other cares, 
In your own shortcomings and despairs, 

In your own secret sins and terrors ! • , 
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THE EMPEROR'S BIRD'S-NEST. 

Once the Emperor Charles of Spain, 
With his swarthy, grave commanders, 

I forget in what campaign. 

Long besieged, in mud and rain. 
Some old frontier town of Flanders. 

Up and down the dreary camp, 
In great boots of Spanish leather, 

Striding with a measured tramp, 

These Hidalgos, dull and damp, 

Cursed the Frenchmen, cursed the weather. 

Thus as to and fro they went 

Over upland and through hollow. 

Giving their impatience vent, 

Perched upon the Emperor's tent. 
In her nest, they spied a swallow. 

Yes, it was a swallow's nest. 

Built of clay and hair of horses. 
Mane, or tail, or dragoon's crest. 
Found on hedge-rows east and west. 
After skirmish of the forces. 

Then an old Hidalgo said. 

As he twirled his gray mustachio, 
" Sure this swallow overhead 
Thinks the Emperor's tent a shed. 
And the Emperor but a Macho ! " 
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Hearing his imperial name 

Coupled with those words of malice, 
Half in anger, half in shame, 
Forth the great campaigner came 
Slowly from his canvas palace. 

" Let no hand the bird molest," 

Said he solemnly, " nor hurt her ! " 
Adding then, by way of jest, 

" Golondrina is my guest, 

'T is the wife of some deserter ! " 

Swift as bowstring speeds a shaft. 

Through the camp was spread the rumor, 
And the soldiers, as they quaffed 
Flemish beer at dinner, laughed 
At the Emperor's pleasant humor. 

So unharmed and unafraid 

Sat the swallow still and brooded. 
Till the constant cannonade 
Through the walls a breach had made, 
And the siege was thus concluded. 



Then the army, elsewhere bent, 

Struck its tents as if disbanding. 
Only not the Emperor's tent. 
For he ordered, ere he went, 

Very curtly, " Leave it standing ! 



» 



So it stood there all alone. 

Loosely flapping, torn and tattered. 
Til] the brood was fledged and flown. 



THE TWO ANGELS 

Singing o'er those wallE oi atone 

Whicli the cannon-shot had shattered. 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

In H letter to a con«»]>andGnt written April '£i, IS.'i.'i, Mr. Lonft- 
fellow sayfl : " I bave onlf tiiati this mornlug to ouclose yon a 
tkoeln which perhaps yuu hava not seen, asitiBuot in any vol- 
tuue. It wng vritlen im the birth of my youngsr dnn^hter, and 
the death of tJie yonng and beontifal wife of my neighbor and 
friend, the poet Lowell. It will eeiru as an aimwiir to one of 
jont qneatiom about lite and its many myateriea. To these dark 
prolileus there ia no other aolatdon poaaible. eioept the one word 
Fromdenee." The poem was written in MiU'uh, 1854, and pub- 
^ahed in Putnam's Magaiiru, AprU, 1854. 

Two ang^eb, one of Life anil one of Death, 
Passed o'er our village as the morning; brok« ; 

The dawn was on their faces, and beneath, 

The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of 

smoke. 

Their attitude and aspeet were the same. 

Alike their featureH and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with flame, 
And one with asphodels, like flukes of light. 

I saw them pause nn their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with deep fear and doubt oppressed, 
" Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou l>etray 

The place whero thy beloved are at rest ! " 

And he who wore tlie crown of asphodels. 
Descending, at my rloor began to knock. 

And my sold sank within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before uu e-irthqiiakc's shock. 
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I recognized the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain, 

That oft before had filled or haunted me, • 

And now returned with threefold strength again. 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest. 

And listened, for I thought I heard God's voice ; 

And, knowing whatsoe'er he sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice. 

Then with a smile, that filled the house with light, 
" My errand is not Death, but Life," he said ; 

And ere I answered, passing out of sight, 
On his celestial embassy he sped. 

'T was at thy door, O friend ! and not at mine, 
The angel with the amaranthine wreath. 

Pausing, descended, and with voice divine 

Whispered a word that had a sound like Death. 

Then fell upon the house a sudden gloom, 
A shadow on those features fair and thin ; 

And softly, from that hushed and darkened room, 
Two angels issued, where but one went in. 

All is of God ! If he but wave his hand, 

The mists collect, the rain falls thick and loud, 

Till, with a smile of light on sea and land, 
Lo ! he looks back from the departing cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are his ; 

Without his leave they pass no threshold o'er ; 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this. 

Against his messengers to shut the door ? 
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DAYLIGHT AND MOONLIGHT. 

In broad daylight, and at noon, 
Yesterday I saw the moon 
Sailing high, but faint and white. 
As a school-boy's paper kite. 

In broad daylight, yesterday, 
I read a Poet's mystic lay ; 
And it seemed to me at most 
As a phantom, or a ghost. 

But at length the feverish day 
Like a passion died away. 
And the night, serene and still, 
Fell on village, vale, and hill. 

Then the moon, in all her pride, 
Like a spirit glorified. 
Filled and overflowed the night 
With revelations of her light. 

And the Poet's song again 
Passed like music through my brain ; 
Night interpreted to me 
All its grace and mystery. 



THE JEWISH CEMETERY AT NEWPORT. 

"July 9, 1852. [Newport, R. I.] Went this morning into the 
Jewish burying-groond, with a polite old gentleman who keeps 
the key. There are few graves ; nearly all are low tombstones uf 
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marble, with Hebrew inscriptioiis, and a few words added in En} 
lish or Portugnese. At the foot of each, the letters S. A. G. D. ( 
[Sa Alma Goce Divina Gloria. May his soul enjoy divine glory. 
It is a shady nook, at the comer of two dusty, frequented street 
with an iron fence and a granite gateway, erected at the ezpens 
of Mr. Touro, of New Orleans.'' 

How strange it seems ! These Hebrews in thei] 
graves, 

Close by the street of this fair seaport town, 
Silent beside the never-silent waves, 

At rest in all this moving up and down I 

The trees are white with dust, that o'er their sleep 
Wave their broad curtains in the south-wind's 
breath, 

While underneath these leafy tents they keep 
The long, mysterious Exodus of Death. 

And these sepulchral stones, so old and brown, 
That pave with level flags their burial-place, 

Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown down 
And broken by Moses at the mountain's base. 

The very names recorded here are strange, 
Of foreign accent, and of different climes ; 

Alvares and Rivera interchange 

With Abraham and Jacob of old times. 

" Blessed be God ! for he created Death ! " 

The mourners said, "and Death is rest and 
peace ; " 

Then added, in the certainty of faith, 

" And giveth Life that nevermore shall cease." 

Line 7. While underneath such loafy tants they keep 
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Closed are the portals of their Synagogue, 
No Psalms of David now the silence break, 

No Ea.bbi reads the ancient Decalogue 
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake. 

Gone are the living, but the dead remain, 
And not neglected ; for a hand unseen. 

Scattering its bounty, likea summer rain, 

Still keeps their graves and their remembrance 
green. 

How came they here ? What burst of Christian 
hate, 

What persecution, merciless and blind. 
Drove o'er the sea — that desert desolate — 

These Ishmaels and Hagars of mankind? 

They lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure. 
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire ; 

Taught in the school of patience to endure 
The life of anguish and the death of fire. 

All their lives long, with the unleavened bread 
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears, 

The wasting famine of the heart they fed. 

And slaked its thirst with marah of their tears. 

Anathema maranatha ! was the cry 

That rang from town to town, from street to 
street ; 
At every gate the accursed Mordecai 

Was mocked and jeered, and spurned by Chris- 
tian feet. 
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Pride and humiliation hand in hand 

Walked with them through the world where'c 
they went ; 
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand, 

And yet unshaken as the continent. 

For in the background figures vague and vast 
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime, 

And all the great traditions of the Past 
They saw reflected in the coming time. 

And thus forever with reverted look 

The mystic volume of the world they read, 

Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book. 
Till life became a Legend of the Dead. 

But ah ! what once has been shall be no more ! 

The groaning earth in travail and in pain 
Brings forth its races, but does not restore. 

And the dead nations never rise again. 

OLIVER BASSELIN. 

In the Valley of the Vire 

Still is seen an ancient mill. 
With its gables quaint and queer, 
And beneath the window-sill. 
On the stone, 
These words alone : 
" Oliver Basselin lived here." 

Far above it, on the steep, 

Kuined stands the old ChS.teau ; 
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Nothing but the donjon keep 
Left for shelter or for show. 

Its vacant eyes 

Stare at the skies. 
Stare at the valley green and deep. 

Once a convent, old and brown. 

Looked, but ah ! it looks no more, 
From the neighboring hillside down 
On the rushing and the roar 
Of the stream 
Whose sunny gleam 
Cheers the little Norman town. 

In, that darksome mill of stone. 
To the water's dash and din, 
Careless, humble, and unknown. 
Sang the poet Basselin 
Songs that fill 
That ancient mill 
With a splendor of its own. 

Never feeling of unrest 

Broke the pleasant dream he dreamed ; 
Only made to be his nest. 
All the lovely valley seemed ^ 
No desire 
Of soaring higher 
Stirred or fluttered in his breast. 

True, liis songs were not divine ; 

Were not songs of that high art, 
Which, as winds do in the piue, 
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Find an answer in each heart; 
But the mirth 
Of this green earth 
Laughed and revelled in his line. 

From the alehouse and the inn. 

Opening on the narrow street. 
Came the loud, convivial din. 
Singing and applause of feet. 
The laughing lays 
That in those days 
Sang the poet Basselin. 

In the castle, cased in steel, 

Knights, who fought at Agincourt, 
Watched and waited, spur on heel ; 
But the poet sang for sport 
Songs that rang 
Another clang, 
Songs that lowlier hearts could feel. 

In the convent, clad in gray, 

Sat the monks in lonely cells, 
Paced the cloisters, knelt to pray. 
And the poet heard their bells ; 
But his rhymes 
Found other chimes, 
Nearer to the earth than they. 

Gone are all the barons bold. 

Gone are all the knights and squires, 

Gone the abbot stern and cold, 
And the brotherhood of friars ; 
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Not a name 
Remains to fame, 
From those mouldering days of old I 

But the poet's memory here 

Of the landscape makes a part ; 
Like the river, swift and clear, 

Flows his song through many a heart ; 
Haunting still 
That ancient mill 
In the Valley of the Vire. 



VICTOR GALBRAITH. 

Written April 1, 1855. Mr. Longfellow found in a newspaper 
paragraph the fact upon which the poem was founded. ** Victor 
Galbraith," he said in a note, when first publishing the poem, 
** was a bugler in a company of volunteer cavalry ; and was shot 
in Mexico for some breach of discipline. It is a common super- 
stition among soldiers, that no balls will kill them unless their 
names are written on them. The old proverb says, ' Every bul- 
let has its billet. ' '' 

Under the walls of Monterey 

At daybreak the bugles began to play, 

Victor Galbraith 1 
In the mist of the morning damp and gray, 
These were the words they seemed to say : 

" Come forth to thy death, 

Victor Galbraith ! " 

Forth he came, with a martial tread ; 
Firm was his step, erect his head ; 
Victor Galbraith, 
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He who 80 well the bugle played, 
Could not mistake tlie words it said : 

" Come forth to thy death, 

Victor Galbraith ! " 

He looked at the earth, he looked at the sky, 
He looked at the files of musketry, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
And he said, with a steady voice and eye, 
" Take good aim ; I am ready to die I *' 

Thus challenges death 

Victor Galbraith. 

Twelve fiery tongues flashed straight and red, 
Six leaden balls on their errand sped ; 

Victor Galbraith 
Falls to the ground, but he is not dead : 
His name was not stamped on those balls of leax 

And they only scath 

Victor Galbraith. 

Three balls are in his breast and brain, 
But he rises out of the dust again, 

Victor Galbraith I 
The water he drinks has a bloody stain ; 
" Oh kill me, and put me out of my pain ! " 

In his agony prayeth 

Victor Galbraith. 

Forth dart once more those tongues of flame. 
And the bugler has died a death of* shame, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
His soul has gone back to whence it came, 
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And no one answers to the name, 
When the Sergeant saith, 
" Victor Galbraith I " 

Under the walls of Monterey 
By night a bugle is heard to play, 

Victor Galbraith I 
Through the mist of the valley damp and gray 
The sentinels hear the sound, and say, 

" That is the wraith 

Of Victor Galbraith I " 



MY LOST YOUTH. 

During one of his visits to Portland in 184C, Mr. Longfellow 
relates how he took a long walk round Munjoy's hill and down to 
the old Fort Lawrence. '* I lay down,^^ he says, ** in one of the 
embrasures and listened to the lasliing, lulling sound of the sea 
just at my feet. It was a beautiful afternoon, and the harbor 
was fuU of wliite sails, coming and departing. Meditated a 
poem on the Old Fort.*' It does not appear tliat any poem was 
then written, but the theme remained, and in Jj^, when in Cam- 
bridge, he notes in his diary, March 29 : *'*' A day of pain ; cow- 
ering over the fire. At night, as I lie in bed, a poem comes into 
my mind, — a memory of Portland, — my native town, the city 
by the sea. 

Siede la terra dove nato fui 
Sulla iiiariiia. 

** March 30. Wrote the poem ; and am rather pleased with it, 

and with the bringing in of the tM'o lines of the old Lapland 

song, 

A boy*8 will is the \«iiid*8 vdW^ 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.'* 

Often I think of the beautiful town 

That is seated by the sea ; 
Often in thought go up and down 
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The pleasant streets of that dear old town, 
And my youth comes back to me. 
And a verse of a Lapland song 
Is haimting my memory still : 
** A boy's will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.*' 

I can see the shadowy lines of its trees, 

And catch, in sudden gleams, 
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas, 
And islands that were the Hesperides 
Of all my boyish dreams. 

And the burden of that old song, 
It murmurs and whispers still : 
'' A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

I remember the black wharves and the slips. 

And the sea-tides tossing free ; 
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips. 
And the beauty and mystery of the ships. 
And the magic of the sea. 

And the voice of that wayward song 
Is singing and saying still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

I remember the bulwarks by the shore, 

And the fort upon the hill ; 
The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar. 
The drum-beat repeated o'er and o'er. 

And the bugle wild and shrill. 
And the music of that old song 
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Throbs in my memory still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

I remember the searfight far away, 
How it thundered o'er the tide I 
And the dead captains, as they lay 
In their graves, o'erlooking the tranquil bay, 
Where they in battle died. 
And the sound of that mournftd song 
Goes through me with a thrill : 
"A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 



I can see the breezy dome of groves. 
The shadows of Deering's Woods ; 
And the friendships old and the early loves 
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves 
In quiet neighborhoods. 

And the verse of that sweet old song, 
It flutters and murmurs still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart 

Across the school-boy's brain ; 
The song and the silence in the heart. 
That m part are prophecies, and in part 
Are longings wild and vain. 

And the voice of that fitful song 
Sings on, and is never still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 
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There are things of which I may not speak ; 

There are dreams that cannot die ; 
There are thoughts that make the strong heart 

weak, 
And bring a pallor into the cheek, 
And a mist before the eye. 

And the words of that fatal song 
Come over me like a chill : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

Strange to me now are the forms I meet 

When I visit the dear old town ; 
But the native air is pure and sweet. 
And the trees that o'ershadow each well-known 
street. 
As they balance up and down, 
Are singing the beautiful song. 
Are sighing and whispering still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

And Deering's Woods are fresh and fair, 

And with joy that is almost pain 
My heart goes back to wander there. 
And among the dreams of the days that were, 
I find my lost youth again. 

And the strange and beautiful song, 
The groves are repeating it still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 
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THE ROPEWALK 

Written May 20, 1854. 

In that building, long and low, 
With its windows all a-row, 

Like the port-holes of a hulk, 
Human spiders spin and spin, 
Backward down their threads so thin 

Dropping, each a hempen bulk. 

At the end, an open door ; 
Squares of sunshine on the floor 

Light the long and dusky lane ; 
And the whirring of a wheel, 
Dull and drowsy, makes me feel 

All its spokes are in my brain. 

As the spinners to the end 
Downward go and reascend, 

Gleam the long threads in the sun \ 
While within this brain of mine 
Cobwebs brighter and more fine 

By the busy wheel are spun. 

Two fair maidens in' a swing. 
Like white doves upon the wing, 

First before my vision pass ; 
Laughing, as their gentle hands 
Closely clasp the twisted strands, 

At their shadow on the grass. 

Tlien a booth of mountelrinks, 
With its smell of tiin and phuiks, 



i 
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And a girl poised high in air 
On a cord, in spangled dress, 
With a faded loveliness. 

And a weary look of care. 

Then a homestead among farms. 
And a woman with bare arms 

Drawing water from a well ; 
As the bucket mounts apace, 
With it mounts her own fair face, 

As at some magician's spelL 

Then an old man in a tower, 
. Kinging loud the noontide hour. 

While the rope coils round and round 
Like a serpent at his feet, 
And again, in swift retreat. 

Nearly lifts him from the ground. 

Then within a prison-yard. 
Faces fixed, and stern, and hard. 

Laughter and indecent mirth ; 
Ah ! it is the gallows-tree ! 
Breath of Christian charity, 

Blow, and sweep it from the earth I 

Then a school-boy, with his kite 
Gleaming in a sky of light, 

And an eager, upward look ; 
Steeds pursued through lane and field ; 
Fowlers with their snares concealed ; 

And an angler by a brook. 
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Ships rejoicing in the breeze, 
Wrecks that float o'er unknown seas, 

Anchors dragged through faithless sand ; 
Sea-fog drifting overhead. 
And, with lessening line and lead, 

Sailors feeling for the land. 

All these scenes do I behold. 
These, and many left untold. 

In that building long and low ; 
While the wheel goes round and round, 
With a drowsy, dreamy sound. 

And the spinners backward go. 



THE GOLDEN MILE-STONE. 

** December 20, 1854. The weather is ever so cold. The 
landscape looks dreary ; but the sunset and twilight are re- 
splendent. Sketch out a poem, The Golden Mile-Stone.^ ^ 

Leafless are the trees ; their purple branches 
Spread themselves abroad, like reefs of coral, 

Rising silent 
In the Red Sea of the winter sunset. 

From the hundred chimneys of the village. 
Like the Afreet in the Arabian story. 

Smoky columns 
Tower aloft into the air of amber. 

At the window winks the flickering fire-light ; 
Here and there the lamps of evening glimmer, 
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Social watch-fires 
Answering one another through the darkness. 

On the hearth the lighted logs are glowing, 
And like Ariel in the cloven pine-tree 

For its freedom 
Groans and sighs the air imprisoned in thenu 

By the fireside there are old men seated. 
Seeing ruined cities in the ashes, 

Asking sadly 
Of the Past what it can ne'er restore them. 

By the fireside there are youthful dreamers. 
Building castles fair, with stately stairways. 

Asking blindly 
Of the Future what it cannot give them. 

By the fireside tragedies are acted 

In whose scenes appear two actors only, 

Wife and husband, 
And above them God the sole spectator. 

By the fireside there are peace and comfort. 
Wives and children, with fair, thoughtful faces, 

Waiting, watching 
For a well-known footstep in the passage. 

Each man's chimney is his Golden Mile-Stone ; 
Is the central point, from which he measures 

Every distance 
Through the gateways of the world around him 
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In his farthest wanderings still he sees it ; 

Hears the talking flame, the answering night-wind, 

As he heard them 
When he sat with those who were, but are not. 

Happy he whom neither wealth nor fashion, 
Nor the march of the encroaching city. 

Drives an exile 
From the hearth of his ancestral homestead. 

We may build more splendid habitations, 

Fill our rooms with paintings and with sculptures, 

But we cannot 
Buy with gold the old associations I 



CATAWBA WINE. 

Written on the receipt of a g^ft of Catawba wine from the 
vineyards of Nicholas Longpvorth on the Ohio River. 

This song of mine 

Is a Song of the Vine, 
To be sung by the glowing embers 

Of wayside inns, 

When the rain begins 
To darken the drear Novembers. 

It is not a song 

Of the Scuppemong, 
From warm Carolinian valleys. 

Nor the Isabel 

And the Muscadel 
That bask in our garden alleys. 
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Nor the red Mustang, 

Whose clusters hang 
O'er the waves of the Colorado, 

And the fiery flood 

Of whose purple blood 
Has a dash of Spanish bravado. 

For richest and best 

Is the wine of the West, 
That grows by the Beautiful Kiver ; 

Whose sweet perfume 

Fills all the room 
With a benison on the giver. 

And as hollow trees 

Are the haunts of bees. 
Forever going and coming ; 

So this crystal hive 

Is all alive 
With a swarming and buzzing and humming. 

Very good in its way 

Is the Verzenay, 
Or the Sillery soft and creamy ; 

But Catawba wine 

Has a taste more divine, 
More dulcet, delicious, and dreamy. 

There grows no vine 

By the haunted Rhine, 
By Danube or Guadalquivir, 

Nor on island or cape. 

That bears such a grape 
As grows by the Beautiful Kiver. 
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Drugged is their juice 

For foreign use, 
When shipped o'er the reeling Atlantic, 

To rack our brains 

With the fever pains, 
That have driven the Old World frantic. 

To the sewers and sinks 

With all such drinks. 
And after them tumble the mixer ; 

For a poison malign 

Is such Borgia wine, 
Or at best but a Devil's Elixir. 

While pure as a spring 

Is the wine I sing, 
And to praise it, one needs but name it ; 

For Catawba wine 

Has need of no sign, 
No tavern-bush to proclaim it. 

And this Song of the Vine, 

This greeting of mine. 
The winds and the birds shall deliver 

To the Queen of the West, 

In her garlands dressed. 
On the banks of the Beautiful Kiver. 
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SANTA FILOMENA. 

Published in the first number of the Atlantic Monthly, Novem- 
ber, 1857. "For the legend," Mr. Longfellow writes to Mr. 
Sumner, "see Mrs. Jameson's Legendary Art. The modem ap^ 
plication you will not miss. In Italian, one may say Filomela or 
Filomena/^ The reference is to Miss Florence Nightingale, who 
rendered great service to English soldiers in the hospitals, during 
the Crimean War. 

Whene'er a noble deed is wrought, 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought, 

Our hearts, in glad surprise, 

To higher levels rise. 

The tidal wave of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls, 

And lifts us unawares 

Out of all meaner cares. 

'Honor to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help us in our daily needs. 
And by their overflow 
Baise us from what is low ! 

Thus thought I, as by night I read 

Of the great army of the dead, 
The trenches cold and damp, 
The starved and frozen camp, — 

The wounded from the battle-plair.» 
In dreary hospitals of pain, 

The cheerless corridors. 

The cold and stony floors. 
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Lio ! in that house of misery 
A lady wit& a lamp I see 

Pass through the glimmering gloom. 

And flit from room to room. 

And slow, as in a dream of bliss. 
The speechless su£Ferer turns to kiss 

Her shadow, as it falls 

Upon the darkening walls. 

As if a door in heaven should be 

Opened and then closed suddenly. 
The vision came and went, 
The light shone and was s|)ent. 

On England's annals, through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song, 

That light its rays shall cast 

From portals of the jmst. 

A Lady with a Lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 

A noble ty])e of good. 

Heroic womanhood. 

Nor even shall be wanting hei*e 
The palm, the lily, and the si)ear^ 

The symbols that of yore 

Saint Filomena bore- 
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THE DISCOVERER OF THE NORTH CAPE 

A LEAF FBOM KING ALFRED'S OROSIUS. 

Othebe, the old sea-captain, 

Who dwelt in Helgoland, 
To King Alfred, the Lover of Truth, 
Brought a snow-white walrus-tooth. 

Which he held in his brown right hand. 

His figure was tall and stately, 
Like a boy's his eye appeared ; 

His hair was yellow as hay. 

But threads of a silvery gray 
Gleamed in his ta\*Tiy beard. 

Hearty and hale was Othere, 
His cheek had the color of oak ; 

With a kind of a laugh in his speech, 

Like the sea-tide on a beach. 
As unto the King he spoke. 

And Alfred, King of the Saxons, 

Had a book upon his knees. 
And wrote down the wondrous tale 
Of him who was first to sail 

Into the Arctic seas. 

** So far I live to the northward. 
No man lives north of me ; 
To the east are wild mountain-chains, 
And beyond them meres and plains ; 
To the westward all is sea. 
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*' So far I live to the northward, 

From the harbor of Skeringes-hale, 

If you only sailed by day, 

With a fair wind all the way, 

More than a month would you sail. 

" I own six hundred reindeer, 

With sheep and swine beside ; 

I have tribute from the Finns, 

Whalebone and reindeer-skins, 
And ropes of waliiis-hide. 

" I ploughed the land with horses. 
But my heart was ill at ease, 
For the old seafaring men 
Came to me now and then, 

With their sagas of the seas ; — 

" Of Iceland and of Greenland, 
And the stormy Hebrides, 
And the undiscovered deep ; — 
Oh I could not eat nor sleep 
For thinking of those seas. 

" To the northward streteheil the desei-t, 

How far I fain would know ; 
So at last I sallied forth, 
And three days sailed due north. 

As far as the whale-ships go. 

" To the west of me was the ocean, 
To the right the desolate shore, 

Llue 19. I could nut uut nor tdeep 
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But I did not slacken sail 
For the walrus or the whale, 
Till after three days more. 

" The days grew longer and longer, 
Till they became as one, 
And northward through the haze 
I saw the sullen blaze 
Of the red midnight sun. 



i( 
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And then uprose before me, 

Upon the water's edge. 
The huge and haggard shape 
Of that unknown North Cape, 

Whose form is like a wedge. 

The sea was rough and stormy. 

The tempest howled and wailed, 
And the sea-fog, like a ghost. 
Haunted that dreary coast. 
But onward still I sailed. 



" Four days I steered to eastward. 
Four days without a night : 
Kound in a fiery ring 
Went the great sun, O King, 
With red and lurid light." 

Here Alfred, King of the Saxons, 

Ceased writing for a while ; 
And raised his eyes from his book. 
With a strange and puzzled look. 
And an incredulous smile. 
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But Othere, the old sea-captain, 
He neither paused nor stirred, 

Till the King listened, and then 

Once more took up his pen. 
And wrote down every word. 

" And now the land," said Othere, 
" Bent southward suddenly, 
And I followed the curving shore 
And ever southward bore 
Into a nameless sea. 

" And there we hunted the walrus, 

The narwhale, and the seal ; 
Ha ! 't was a noble game ! 
And like the lightning's flame 

Flew our harpoons of steel. 

" There were six of us all together, 
Norsemen of Helgoland ; 
In two days and no more 
We killed of them threescore. 

And dragged them to the strand ! " 

Here Alfred the Truth-teller 

Suddenly closed liis book. 
And lifted his blue eyes, 
With doubt and strange surmise 

Depicted in their look. 

And Othere the old sea-captain 
Stared at him wild and weird, 
Then sniilod, till his shining tooth 
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Gleamed white from underneath 
His tawny, quivering beard. 

And to the King of the Saxons, 

In witness of the truth, 
Raising his noble head, 
He stretched his brown hand, and said, 

" Behold this walrus-tooth ! " 



DAYBREAK. 

A WIND came up out of the sea. 

And said, " O mists, make room for me." 

It hailed the ships, and cried, " Sail on. 
Ye mariners, the night is gone." 

And hurried landward far away. 
Crying, " Awake I it is the day." 

It said unto the forest, " Shout ! 
Hang all your leafy banners out ! " 

It touched the wood-bird's folded wing, 
And said, " O bird, awake and sing." 

And o'er the farms, " O chanticleer, 
Your clarion blow ; the day is near." 

It whispered to the fields of com, 
" Bow down, and hail the coming morn." 

It shouted through the belfry-tower, 
" Awake, O bell ! proclaim the hour." 
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It crossed the churchyard with a sigh, 
And said, " Not yet ! in quiet lie." 



THE FIFTIETH BIRTHDAY OF AGASSIZ. 

May 28, 1857. 

Read by Mr. Longfellow at a dinner, at which he presided, 
giyen to*Agassiz on the occasion. 

It was fifty years ago 

In the pleasant month of May, 
In the beautiful Pays de Vaud, 

A child in its cradle lay. 

And Nature, the old nurse, took 

The child upon her knee, 
Saying : " Here is a story-book 

Thy Father has written for thee.'* 

" Come, wander with me," she said, 
*' Into regions yet untrod ; 
And read what is still unread 
In the manuscripts of God." 

And he wandered away and away 
With Nature, the dear old nurse. 

Who sang to him night and day 
The rhymes of the universe. 

And whenever the way seemed long. 

Or his heart began to fail. 
She would sing a more wonderful song, 

Or tell a more marvellous tale. 



» 
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So she keeps him still a child, 

And will not let him go, 
Though at times his heart beats wild 

For the beautiful Pays de Vaud ; 

Though at times he hears in his dreams 
The Ranz des Vaches of old, 

And the rush of mountain streams 
From glaciers clear and cold ; 

And the mother at home says, " Hark ! 

For his voice I listeu and yearn ; 
It is growing late and dark. 

And my boy does not return I 



CHILDREN. 

** February 1, 1849. I wrote another poem to-day, — on the 
children whom I heard rejoicing overhead while I sat below here 
in rather melancholy mood. " 

Come to me, O ye children ! 

For I hear you at your play, 
And the questions that perplexed me 

Have vanished quite away. 

Ye open the eastern windows. 

That look towards the sun, 
Where thoughts are singing swallows 

And the brooks of morning run. 

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine. 
In your thoughts the brooklet's flow. 

But in mine is the wind of Autumn 
And the first fall of the snow. 
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Ah ! what would the world be to us 

If the children were no more ? 
We should dread the desert behind us 

Worse than the dark before. 

What the leaves are to the forest, 

With light and air for food, 
Ere their sweet and tender juices 

Have been hardened into wood, — 

That to the world are children ; 

Through them it feels the glow 
Of a brighter and sunnier climate 

Than reaches the trunks below. 

Come to me, O ye children I 

And whisper in my ear 
What the birds and the winds are singing 

In your sunny atmosphere. 

For what are all our contrivings, 

And the wisdom of our books. 
When compared with your caresses, 

And the gladness of your looks ? 

Ye are better than all the ballads 

That ever were sung or said ; 
For ye are living poems. 

And all the rest are dead. 
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SANDALPHON. 

'^ Xovember 2, 1857. In the eyening, Scherb read to me some 
carious Talmudic legends from Corrodi's Chiliasmus, — of the 
g^at angel Sandalphon. . . . January 18, 1858. finished the 
poem Sandalphon,^ ^ 

Have you read in the Talmud of old, 
In the Legends the Kabbins have told 

Of the limitless realms of the air, 
Have you read it, — the marvellous story 
Of Sandalphon, the Angel of Glory, 

Sandalphon, the Angel of Prayer ? 

How, erect, at the outermost gates 
Of the City Celestial he waits, 

With his feet on the ladder of light, 
That, crowded with angels unnumbered, 
By Jacob was seen, as he slumbered 

Alone in the desert at night ? 

The Angels of Wind and of Fire 
Chant only one hymn, and expire 

With the song's irresistible stress ; 
Expire in their rapture and wonder. 
As harp-strings are broken asunder 

By music they throb to express. 

But serene in the rapturous throng, 
Unmoved by the rush of the song, 

With eyes unimpassioned and slow. 
Among the dead angels, the deathless 
Sandalphon stands listening breathless 

To sounds that ascend from below ; — 
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From the spirits on earth that adore, 
From the souls that entreat and iini»lore 

In the fervor and passifin of prayer ; 
Fi'oui the hearts that are broken with losBes, 
And weary with dragging the crosses 

Too heavy for mortals to bear. 

And he gathers the prayers as he stands, 
And they change into flowers in his hands, 

Into garlands of purple and red ; 
And beneath the great arch of the portal. 
Through thu streets of the City Immortal 

Is wafted the fragranee they shed. 

It is but a legend, I know, — 
A fable, a phantom, a sliow, 

Of the ancient Rabbinical lore ; 
Yet the old mediseval tradition. 
The beautiful, strange superstition, 

Bitt haunts me and holds me the more. 

When I look from my window at night. 
And the welkin above is all white, 

All throbbing and panting with stars, 
Among them majestic is standing 
Sandalphon the angel, expanding 

His pinions in nebulous bars. 

And the legend, I feel, is a part 

Of the hunger and thirst of the heart, 

The frenzy anil fire of the brain. 
That grasps at the fruitage forbidden, 
The golden pomegranates of Eden. 

To quiet its fever and pain. 



FLIGHT THE SECOND 

Included in the yolniue which contained the first series of Tales 
of a Wayside Inriy 18C3. 

THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 

Between the dark and the daylight. 
When the night is beginning to lower, 

Comes a pause in the day's occupations, 
That is known as the Children's Hour. 

I hear in the chamber above me 

The patter of little feet, 
The sound of a door that is opened. 

And voices soft and sweet. 

From my study I see in the lamplight, 
Descending the broad hall stair. 

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra, 
And Edith with golden hair. 

A whisper, and then a silence : 
Yet I know by their merry eyes 

They are plotting and planning together 
To take me by surprise. 

A sudden rush from the stairway, 

A sudden raid from the hall ! 
By three doors left unguarded 

They enter my castle wall 1 



ENCELADUS 65 

They climb up into my turret 

O'er the arms and back of my chair ; 

If I try to escape, they surround me ; 
They seem to be everywhere. 

They almost devour me with kisses, 

Their arms about me entwine, 
Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen 

In his Mouse-Tower on the Khine ' 

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti. 
Because you have scaled the wall. 

Such an old mustache as I am 
Is not a match for you all ! 

I have you fast in my fortress, 

And will not let you depart, 
But put you down into the dungeon 

In the round-tower of my heart. 

And there will I keep you forever. 

Yes, forever and a day, 
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin. 

And moulder in dust away ! 

ENCELADUS. 

Written Febmary 3, 1859. ** I have written," says Mr. Longf- 
fellow in a letter to Mr. Sumner, *' a lyric on Italy, entitled Encel- 
adu9f from which title your imagin.ation can construct the poem. 
It 18 not a war-song^, but a kind of lament for the woes of the 
coiuitry." Mr. Longfellow used the money paid him for tlie 
t>oem, which appeared in the Atlantic Monthly, Aupfust, 18.59, in 
aid of the Italian widows and the soldiers wounded in the war 
then g^ing^ on for the deliverance of Italy fi*om Austrian rule. 
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bo was diawv^^l 



I The rehabililstion nf Italy came teij close ti 
to the country by life-loo^ stady, and who numbered amoT^ h 
frieodii some wlio wece in uxile for poUticiil uulependsnoe. Is 
filoai^ a. CDOTBe of lectures eight yeajB before^ he had BAid of the 
Italians to his sCudenn. *' At Ibis moment, in the hour of their 
tribulation tuid anguish, I would be carefnl not to aaj soythiny , 
-which might chill your enCbosiBsia in thuir behalf. ' ' 

Under Mount Etna he lies, 

It is slumber, it is not death ; 
For lie struggles at times to arise. 
And above him the lurid skies 

Are hot with his fiery breath. 

The crags are piled on his breast. 

The earth is heaped on hia head; 
But the groans of his wild unrest. 
Though smothered and half suppressed, 
Are heard, and he ia not dead. 

And the nations far away 

Are watching with eager eyes ; ' 
They talk together and say, 

" To-morrow, perhaps to^ay, 
Enccladus wiU arise ! " 

And the old gods, the austere 

Oppressors in their strength, 
Stand aghast and white with fear 
At the ominous sounds they hear, 

And tremble, and mutter, " At length 1 " 

Ah me I for the land that ia sown 

With tlie harvest of despair 1 
Where the burning cinders, blown 
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From the lips of the overthrown 
Encehidus, fill the air. 

Where ashes are heaped in drifts 

Over vineyard and field and town, 
Whenever he starts and lifts 
His head through the blackened rifts 
Of the crags that keep him down. 

See, see ! the red light shines I 

'T is the glare of his awful eyes ! 
And the storm- wind shouts through the pines 
Of Alps and of Apennines, 

" Enceladus, arise ! " 

THE CUMBERLAND. 

At anchor in Hampton Eoads we lay, 

On board of the Cumberland, sloop-of-war ; 
And at times from the fortress across the bay 
The alarum of drmns swept past, 
Or a bugle blast 
From the camp on the shore. 

Then far away to the south uprose 

A little feather of snow-white smoke. 
And we knew that the iron ship of our foes 
Was steadily steering its course 
To try the force 
Of our ribs of oak. 

Down upon us heavily runs. 

Silent and sullen, the floating foi*t ; 
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Then cornea a puff of smoke from her gunB, 
And leaps tlie terrible death, 

With fiery breath, 
From each open port. 

We are not idle, but send her straight 

Defiance back in a full brua^side I 
As hail rebounds from a roof of alate, 
Kobounds our heavier hail 
From each iron scale 
Of the monster's hide. 

" Strike your flag I " the rebel cries, 

In his arrogant old plantation strain. 
" Never I " our gallant Morris replies : 

" It ia better to sink than to yield I " 
And the whole air pealed 
With the cheers of our men. 

Then, like a kraken huge and black, 

She crushed our ribs in her iron grasp 1 
Down went the Ciunlierland all a wrack, 
With a auddon shudder of death, 

And the cannon's breath 
For her dying gasp. 

Next mom, as the sun rose over the bay, 

Still floated our flag at the mainmast head. 
Lord, how beautiful was Thy day I 
Every waft of the air 
Was a whisper of prayer. 
Or a dirge for the dead. 
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Ho ! brave hearts that went down in the seas ! 

Ye are at peace in the troubled stream ; 
Ho ! brave land ! with hearts like these. 
Thy flag, that is rent in twain. 
Shall be one again, 
And without a seam I 



SNOW-FLAKES. 

Out of the bosom of the Air, 

Out of the cloud -folds of her garments 
shaken. 
Over the woodlands brown and bare, 
. Over the harvest-fields forsaken. 
Silent, and soft, and slow 
Descends the snow. 

Even as our cloudy fancies take 

Suddenly shape in some divine expression, 
Even as the troubled heart dotli make 
In the white countenance confession. 
The troubled sky reveals 
The grief it feels. 

This is the poem of the air, 

Slowly in silent syllables recorded ; 
This is the secret of despair. 

Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded. 
Now whis])ered and revealed 
To wood and field. 
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A DAY OF SUNSHINE. 

GUT of God I O perfect day : 
^Vliereon shall no man work, but play; 
Whereon it ts enough for me, 
Xot to be doing, but to be ! 

Through every fibre of my hr^n. 
Through every nerve, through every vetn, 

1 feel the electric thrill, the touch 
Of hfe, that seems almost too much. 

I hear the wind among the trees 
Playing celestial symphonies ; 
I see tiie branches downward bent. 
Like keys of some great instrument. 

And over me unrolls on high 
The splendid scenery of the sky. 
Where through a sapphire sea the sua 
Sails like a golden galleon, 

Towards yonder cloud-land in the West, 
Towards yonder Islands of the Blest, 
Whose steep sierra far uplifts 
Its craggy summits white with drifts. 

Blow, winds I and waft through all the rooms J 
The snow-flakes of the cherry-blooms ! 
Blow, winds I and bend within my reach 
The fiery blossoms of the peach I 
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O Life and Love ! O happy throng 
Of thoughts, whose only speech is song 1 
O heart of man ! canst thou not be 
Blithe as the air is, and as free ? 



SOMETHING LEFT UNDONE. 

Labor with what zeal we will. 
Something still remains undone. 

Something uncompleted still 
Waits the rising of the sun. 

By the bedside, on the stair. 

At the threshold, near the gates. 

With its menace or its prayer, 
Like a mendicant it waits ; 

Waits, and will not go away ; 

Waits, and will not be gainsaid ; 
By the cares of yesterday 

Each to-day is heavier made ; 

Till at length the burden seems 

Greater than our strength can bear. 

Heavy as the weight of dreams, 
Pressing on us everywhere. 

And we stand from day to day. 
Like the dwarfs of times gone by. 

Who, as Northern legends say. 
On their shoulders held the sky. 
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WEARINESS. 

O Lirxi-E feet I that such long years 
Must wander on througli hopes and fears, 

Must ache anil bleed beneath your load ; 
I, nearer to the wayside inn 
Where toil shall cease and rest begin, 

Am weary, thinking of yonr road I 

O little hands ! that, weak or strong, 
llave still to serve or rule bo long, 

Have still so long to give or ask j 
I, who so much with book and pen 
Have toiled among my fellow-men. 

Am weary, thinking of your task. 

O little hearts I that throb and beat 
With aneh impatient, feveiish heat. 

Such limitless and strong desires ; 
Mine, that so long has glowed and burned. 
With passions into ashes turned, 

Now covers and conceals its fii-es. 

O little souls 1 as pure and white 
And crystalline as rays of light 

Direct from heaven, their source divine ; 
Refracted through the mist of years. 
How red my setting sun appears. 

How lurid looks this soul of mine \ 



FLIGHT THE THIRD 

Contained in the yolome entitled Aftermaihy 1873. 

FATA MORGANA. 

Written May 21, 1870. 

SWEET illusions of Song, 
That tempt me everywhere, 

In the lonely fields, and the throng 
Of the crowded thoroughfare ! 

1 approach, and ye vanish away, 
I grasp you, and ye are gone ; 

But ever by night and by day, 
The melody soundeth on. 

As the weary traveller sees 
In desert or prairie vast. 

Blue lakes, overhung with trees. 
That a pleasant shadow cast ; 

Fair towns with turrets high, 
And shining roofs of gold. 

That vanish as he draws nigh. 
Like mists together rolled, — 

So I wander and wander along, 
And forever before me gleams 



/ 
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The shining city of song, 

In the beautiful land of dreams. 

But when I would enter the gate 
Of that golden atmosphere, 

It is gone, and I wonder and wait 
For the vision to reappear. 



THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. 

Each heart has its haunted chamber. 
Where the silent moonlight falls I 

On the floor are mysterious footsteps, 
There are whispers along the walls ! 

And mine at times is haunted 

By phantoms of the Past, 
As motionless as shadows 

By the silent moonlight cast. 

A form sits by the window. 

That is not seen by day. 
For as soon as the dawn approaches 

It vanishes away. 

It sits there in the moonlight. 

Itself as pale and still. 
And points with its airy finger 

Across the window-sill. 

Without, before the window. 
There stands a gloomy pine. 
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Whose boughs wave upward and downward 
As wave these thoughts of mine. 

And underneath its branches 

Is the grave of a little child, 
Who died upon life's threshold, 

And never wept nor smiled. 

What are ye, O pallid phantoms ! 

That haunt my troubled brain ? 
That vanish when day approaches. 

And at night return again ? 

What are ye, O pallid phantoms ! 

But the statues without breath, 
That stand on the bridge overarching 

The silent river of death ? 



THE MEETING. 

Written in December, 1870. 

After so long an absence 

At last we meet again : 
Does the meeting give us pleasure. 

Or does it give us pain ? 

The tree of life has been shaken, 
And but few of us linger now, 

Like the Prophet's two or three berries 
In the top of the uppermost bough. 
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We cordially greet each other 

In the old, familiar tone ; 
And we think, though we do not say it, 

How o]d aad gray he is grown ! 

We apeak of a Merry Christmas 
And many a Happy New Year ; 

But each in his heai-t is thinking 
Of those that ai^ not here. 

We speak of friends and their fortiuies. 
And of what they did and said, 

Till the dead alone seem living. 
And the living alone seem dead. 

And at last we hardly distinguish 
Between the ghosts and the guests ; 

And a mist and shallow of sadness 
Steals over our merriest jests. 

VOX POPULT. 

Writteu September 5, 1870. 

When MazSrvan the Magician 

Journeyed westward through Cathay, 

Nothing heard he but the praises 
Of Badoura on his way. 

But the lessening rumor ended 
When he came to Klialedan, 

There the folk were talking only 
Of Prince Camaralzamau. 



THE CASTLE-BUILDER 

So it happens with the poeta : 
Every province hath its own ; 

Camaralzaman ia famous 
Where Badoura is unknown. 



THE CASTLE-BUILDER. 

Writtfln DeoembBr 14, 1S48, but not printed until 1867. when 
it appeared iu Our Young Folia fur Junuur; of tliat jeuc. 

A GENTLE boy. With soft and silken looks, 
A dreamy boy, with brown aud tender eyes, 

A castle-builder, with his woollen blocks, 
And tower 9 that touch imaginary skies. 

A fearless rider ou his father's knee. 
An eager listener unto atoiies told 

At the Round Table of the nursery. 
Of heroes and adventures manifold. 

There will be other towers for thee to build ; 

There will be other steeds for thee to ride ; 
There will be other legends, and all filled 

With greater marvels and more glorified. 

Build on, and make thy castles high and fair. 
Rising and reaehing upward to the skies ; 

Xjiatea to voices in the npper air, 

Nor lose thy simple faith in mysteries. 
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CHANGED. 

" November S5, 1S4T. (In Puitland.] After ohnnh. walked 
irilli Feaiendcn to the ' gallowH ' that used to be, — a fine bill- 
uiAe, looking; dowu and over Ibe cove," This vBs tbe scene of 
Changed, but tJio poem was not written till 1868, wben the poet 
VBS on a visit to Portland. 

From the outskirts of the town, 
Where of old the mile-stone stood, 

Kow a stranger, looking down 

I behold the shatlowy crown 
Of the dark and haunted wood. 

Is it changed, or am I (^hanged ? 

Ah t the oaks are fresh and green. 
But the friends with whom 1 ranged 
Through their thickets are estranged 

By the years that intervene. 

Bright as ever flows the aea. 
Bright as ever shines the sun, 

But alas 1 they seem to me 

Not the sun that used to be, 
Not the tides that used to run. 



THE CHALLENGE. 

I HAVE a vague remembrance 
Of a atory, that is told 

In some ancient Spanish legend 
Or chronicle of old. 

It was when brave King Sanchez 
Was before Zamora slain, 
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And his great besieging army 
Lay encamped upon the plaip. 

Don Diego de Ordofiez 

Sallied forth in front of all, 
And shouted loud his challenge 

To the warders on the wall. 

All the people of Zamora, 

Both the bom and the unborn, 

As traitors did he challenge 
With taunting words of scorn. 

The Uving, in their houses, 
And in their graves, the dead I 

And the waters of their rivers. 

And their wine, and oil, and bread ! 

There is a greater army, 

That besets us round with strife, 

A starving, numberless army, 
At all the gates of life. 

The poverty-stricken millions 

Who challenge our wine and bread, 

And impeach us all as traitors. 
Both the living and the dead. 

And whenever I sit at the banquet. 
Where the feast and song are high. 

Amid the mirth and the music 
I can hear that fearful cry. 
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And hollow and haggard faces 
Look into the lighted hall, 

And wasted hands are extended 
To catch the crumbs that fall. 

For within there is light and plenty. 

And odors fill the air ; 
But without there is cold and darkness, 

And hunger and despair. 

And there in the camp of famine, 
In wind and cold and rain, 

Christ, the great Lord of the army. 
Lies dead upon the plain ! , 



THE BROOK AND THE WAVE. 

Written October 18, 1849. 

The brooklet came from the mountain. 

As sang the bard of old, 
Running with feet of silver 

Over the sands of gold ! 

Far away in the briny ocean 

There rolled a turbident wave. 
Now singing along the sea-beach. 

Now howling along the cave. 

And the brooklet has found the billow, 
Though they flowed so far apart, 

And has filled with its freshness and sweetness 
That turbulent, bitter heart ! 
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AFTERMATH. 

This poem, placed last in the book, g^ave title to the volume 
published in 1873, which contained the third part of Tales of a 
Wayside Inn and the third flight of Birds of Passage, The 
completion of the Tales on his sixty-sixth birthday may have 
given rise to this poem. 

When the summer fields are mown, 
When the birds are fledged and flown, 

And the dry leaves strew the path ; 
With the falling of the snow, 
With the cawing of the crow. 
Once again the fields we mow 

And gather in the aftermath. 

Not the sweet, new gi*ass with flowers 
Is this harvesting of ours ; 

Not the upland clover bloom ; 
But the rowen mixed with weeds, 
Tangled tufts from marsh and meads. 
Where the poppy drops its seeds 

In the silence and the gloom. 



FLIGHT THE FOURTH 

Collected in the yolume entitled The Masque of Pandora and 
other PoemSf 1876. The first draft of the first poem was made 
March 30, 1874. It did not satisfy the poet, for he wrote, April 
2 : '* I have been tr3ring to write Something about Sumner, but to 
little purpose. I cannot collect my faculties.'' 

CHARLES SUMNER. 

Garlands upon his grave 
And flowers upon his hearse, 
And to the tender heart and bravo 
The tribute of this verse. 

His was the troubled life, 
The conflict and the pain. 
The grief, the bitterness of strife, 
The honor without stain. 

Like Winkelried, he took 
Into his manly breast 
The sheaf of hostile spears, and broke 
A path for the oppressed. 

Then from the fatal field 
Upon a nation's heart 
Borne like a warrior on his shield ! — 
So should the brave depart. 

Death takes us by surprise, 
And stays our hurrying feet ; 
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The great design unfinished Ues, 
Our lives are incomplete. 

But in the dark unknown 
Perfect their circles seem, 
Even as a bridge's arch of stone 
Is rounded in the stream. 

Alike are life and death, 
When life in death survives, 
And the uninterrupted breath 
Inspires a thousand lives. 

Were a star quenched on high. 
For ages would its light. 
Still travelling downward from the sky. 
Shine on our mortal sight. 

So when a great man dies. 
For years beyond our ken. 
The light he leaves behind him lies 
Upon the paths of men. 



TRAVELS BY THE FIRESIDE. 

Written October 7, 1874, as introduction to the series of vol- 
nines, Poems of Places^ edited by Mr. Longfellow. 

The ceaseless rain is falling fast. 

And yonder gilded vane. 
Immovable for three days past. 

Points to the misty main. 
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It drives me in upon myself 

And to the fireside gleams. 
To pleasant books that crowd my shelf. 

And still more pleasant dreams. 

I read whatever hards have sung 

Of lands beyond the sea. 
And the bright daya when I was young 

Come thronging back to me. 

In fancy I can heai' again 

The Alpine torrent's roar. 
The miile-bells on the hilla of Spain, 

The sea at Elsinoi-e. 

I see the convent's gleaming wall 
Rise fi-om its gi'oves of pine, 

And towers of old cathedrals tall, 
And castles by the Rhine, 

I jonmey on by park and aplre, 

Beneath centennial trees, 
Through fields with poppies all on fire. 

And gleams of distant seas. 

I fear no more the dust and heat, 

No more I feel fatigue, 
While journeying with another's feet 

O'er many a lengthening league. 

Let others traverse sea and land. 
And toil through various climes, 

I turn the world round with my hand 
Reading these poets' rhymes. 
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From them I learn whatever lies 

Beneath each changing zone, 
And see, when looking with their eyes, 

Better than with mine own. 



CADENABBIA- 

LAK£ OF COMO. 

Written at Nahant, Augnst 8, 1874, Tlus and the two follow- 
ing^ poems are reminiscences of Mr* Longfellow's visit to Italy 
in 1868, 1869. 

No sound of wheels or hoof-beat breaks 
The silence of the sunmier day. 

As by the loveliest of all lakes 
I while the idle houi-s away. 

I pace the leafy colonnade, 

Where level branches of the plane 

Above me weave a roof of shade 
Impervious to the sun and rain. 

At times a sudden rush of air 
Flutters the lazy leaves o'erhead. 

And gleams of sunshine toss and flare 
Like torches down the path 1 tread. 

By Somariva's garden gate 

I make the marble stairs my seat, 

And hear the water, as I wait. 

Lapping the steps beneath my feet. 

The undulation sinks and swells 
Along the stony j)arapets, 
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And far away the floating bells 
Tinkle upon the fisher's nets. 

Silent and slow, by tower and town 
The freighted barges come and go. 

Their pendent shadows gliding down 
By town and tower submerged below. 

The hills sweep upward from the shore. 
With villas scattered one by one 

Upon their wooded spurs, and lower 
Bellaggio blazing in the sun. 

And dimly seen, a tangled mass 

Of walls and woods, of light and shade. 

Stands, beckoning up the Stelvio Pass, 
Varenna with its white cascade.^ 

I ask myself, Is this a dream ? 

Will it all vanish into air ? 
Is there a land of such supreme 

And perfect beauty anywhere? 

Sweet vision I Do not fade away : 
Linger, until my heart shall take 

Into itself the summer dav, 
And all the beauty of the lake ; 

Linger, until upon my brain 

Is stamped an image of the scene ; 

Then fade into the air again. 

And be as if thou hadst not been. 



MONTE CASSINO 
MONTE CASSINO. 

TERRA DI LAVOBO. 
Written Ootolwr 30, 1874. 

Beautiful valley ! tlirough whose verdant meads 
Unheard the Garigliano glides along ; — 

The Liria, niuse of rtishea and of reeds, 
The river taciturn of classic aong. 

The Land of Laltor and the Land of Itest, 
Where mediasval towns are white on all 

The hillsides, and where every mountain's crest 
la an Etrurian or a Roman wall. 

There ia Alagna, where Pope Boniface 

Was dragged with pontumely from hia throne j 

Suiarra Colonna, was that day's diagrace 
The Pontiff's only, or in part tliine own ? 

There ia Ceprano, where a renegade 

Was each Apnliaii, aa great Dante »aith. 

When Manfi-ed by his men-at-arnia betrayed 
Spurred on to Benevento and to death. 

There ia Aquimun. the old Volaeian town. 
Where Juvenal waa horn, whose lurid light 

Still hovers o'er his hirthjilaoe like the crown 
Of splendor seen o'er I'ities in the night. 

Doubled the splendor is, that in its streets 
The .Viigelic Doctor as a school-lmy played. 



Aod dreamed perhaps the drcaius, that he i 
peats 
In ponderous folios for scholastics made. 

And there, uplifted, like a passing cloud 
That pauses on a mountain summit high, 

Monte Cassiuo's convent rears Its proud 
And venerable walls against the sky. 

Well 1 remember how on foot I climbed , 

The stony pathway leading to its gate; 

Above, the convent bells for vespers chimed. 
Below, the dai-keuiug town grew desolate. 

Well I remember the low arch and dark. 

The courtyard with its well, the terrace wide, 

From which, far down, the valley like a park, 
Veiled in the evening mists, was dim descried. 

The day waa dying, and with feeble hands 

Caressed the mountain-tops ; tlie vales between 

Darkened ; the river in the meadow-landa 
Sheathed itself as a sword, and wa^ not seen. 

The silence of the place was like a sleep. 

So full of rest it seemed ; each passing tread 

Was a reverberation from the deep 
Recesses of the ages that are dead. 

For, more than thirteen centuries ago, I 

Benedict fleeing from the gates of Borne, ' 

A youth disgusted with its vice and woe. 
Sought in these mountain solitudes a home. 
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He founded here Ms Convent and his Rule 

Of prayer and work, and counted work as 
prayer ; 
The pea became a clarion, and his school 
Flamed like a beacon in the midnight air. 

What though Boccaccio, in his i-eckleas way, 
Mocking the lazy brotherhood, deplores 

The illuminated manuBcripts, that lay 
Torn and neglected on the dusty floors ? 

Boccaccio was a novelist, a cliild * 

Of fancy and of Action at the best I 
This the urbane librarian said, and smiled 

Incredulous, as at some idle jest. 

Upon such themes as these, with one young friar 

I sat conversing late into the night. 
Till in its cavernous chimney the wood-lire 

Had burnt its heart out like an anchorite. 

And then translated, in my convent cell, 
Myself yet not myself, in dreams I lay. 

And, as a monk who hears the matiu bell, 
Started from sleep ; — already it was day. 

From the high window I beheld the scene 

On which Saint Benedict so oft had gazed, — 

The mountains and the valley in the sheen 

Of the bright sun, — and stood aa one amazed. 

Gray mists were rolling, rising, vanishing ; 

The woodlands glistened with their jewelled 
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Far ofiE the mellow bells began to ring * 

For matins in the half -awakened towns. 

The conflict of the Present and the Past, 
The ideal and the actual in our life, 

As on a field of battle held me fast. 

Where this world and the next world were at 
strife. 

For, as the valley from its sleep awoke, 

I saw the iron horses of the steam 
Toss to the morning air their plumes of smoke. 

And woke, as one awaketh from a dream. 



AMALFI. 

Written February 8, 1875. 

Sweet the memory is to me 

Of a land beyond the sea, 

Where the waves and mountains meet. 

Where, amid her mulberry-trees 

Sits Amalfi in the heat, 

Bathing ever her white feet 

In the tideless summer seas. 

In the middle of the town. 
From its fountains in the hills, 
Tumbling through the narrow gorge. 
The Canneto rushes down. 
Turns the great wheels of the mills. 
Lifts the hammers of the forge. 



'T ia a stairway, not a street, 
That ascends the deep ravine, 
Where the torrent leaps between 
Rocky walls that almost meiit. 
Toiling; up from etair to stair 
Feasant girls their burdens bear ; 
Sunburnt daughters of the soil, 
Stately figures tall and sti'aight, 
What inexorable fatu 
Booms them to this life of toil ? 



Lord of vineyards and of lands, 
Far above the convent stands. 
On its terraced walk aloof 
Leans a monk with folded hands. 
Placid, satisfied, serene, 
Looking down upon the scene 
Over wall and red-tiled roof ; 
Wondering unto what good end 
All this toil and traffic tend. 
And why all men cannot be 
Free from care and fi-ee fi-om pajn, 
And the sordid love of gain. 
And as indolent as he. 



Where are now the freighted barks 
From the marts of east and west? 
Wliere the knights in iron sarks 
Journeying to the Holy Land, 
Glove of steel upon the hand. 
Cross of crimson on the breast ? 
Where the pom]) of camp and court ? 
Where the pilgrims with thoir prayers' 
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Where the merchants with their wares. 
And their gallant hrigantines 
Sailing safely into port 
Chased by corsair Algerines ? 

Vanished like a fleet of cloud, 
Like a passing trumpet-blast, 
Are those splendors of tlie past. 
And the commerce and the crowd ! 
Fathoms deep beneath the seas 
Lie the ancient wharves and quays, 
Swallowed by the engulfing waves ; 
Silent streets and vacant halls. 
Ruined roofs and towers and walls ^ 
Hidden from all mortal eyea 
Deep the sunken city lies : 
Even cities have their graves! 

This is an enchanted land t 
Round the headlands far away 
Sweeps the blue Salemian bay 
With its sickle of white sand : 
Further still and furthermost 
On the dim discovered coast 
Pffistuni with its ruins lies, 
And its roses all in bloom 
Seem to tinge the fatal skies 
Of that lonely land of doom. 

On his terrace, high in air, 
Nothing doth the good monk care 
For sueli worldly themes as these. 
From the garden just below 
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Little puffs of perfume blow, 
And a sound is in his ears 
Of the murmur of the bees 
In the shining chestnut trees ; 
Nothing else he heeds or hears. 
All the landscape seems to swoon 
In the happy afternoon ; 
Slowly o'er his senses creep 
The encroaching waves of sleep, 
And he sinks as sank the town, 
Unresisting, fathoms down, 
Into caverns cool and deep I 

Walled about with drifts of snow. 
Hearing the fierce north-wind blow, 
Seeing all the landscape white. 
And the river eased in ice, 
Comes this memory of delight. 
Comes this vision unto me 
Of a long-lost Paradise 
In the land beyond the sea. 



THE SERMON OF ST. FRANCIS. 

Written March «, 1875. 

Up soared the lark into the air, 
A shaft of song, a winged prayer. 
As if a soul released from j)ain 
Were flying back to heaven again. 

St. Francis heard : it was to him 
An emblem of the Seraphim ; 
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The upward motion of the fire. 

The light, the heat, the heart's desire. 

Around Assisi's convent gate 
The bii-ds, God's poor who cannot wait. 
From moor and mere and diiiksomc wood 
Came flocking for tlieir dole of food. 

" O brother birds," St. Fi-ancis said, 

" Ye come to me and ask for bread. 
But not with bread alone to-day- 
Shall ye be fed and sent away. 

" Ye shall be fed, ye happy birds, 
With manna of celestial words ; 
Not mine, though mine tliey seem to be, 
Not mine, though they be sjxiken through 1 



" Oh, doubly are ye bound to praise 
The great Creator in your lays ; 
He giveth you your plumes of down, 
Your crimson hoods, your cloaks of brown. 



" He giveth you your wings to fly 
And breathe a pui-er air on high, 
And careth for you ever3rwhere. 
Who for yourselves so little care I " 

With flutter of swift wings and songa 
Together rose the feathered throngs, 
And singing scattered far apart ; 
Deep peace was in St. Francis' heart. 
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He knew not if the brotherhood 
His homily had understood ; 
He only knew that to one ear 
The meaning of his words was clear. 



BELISARIUS. 

Written Aug^wt 15, 1875. 

I AM poor and old and blind ; 
The sun burns me, and the wind 

Blows through the city gate. 
And covers me with dust 
From the wheels of the august 

Justinian the Great. 

It was for him I chased 

The Pei-sians o'er wild and waste. 

As (loneral of the East ; 
Night after night I lay 
In their camps of yesterday ; 

Their forage was my feast. 

For him, with sails of red, 
And torches at mast-head, 

Piloting the great fleet, 
I swept the Afric coasts 
And scattered the Vandal hosts, 

Like dust in a windy street. 

For him I won agsiin 

The Ausonian realm and reign, 

Koine and Parthcnope ; 
And all the land was mine 
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From the summits of Apennine 
To the shores of either sea. 



For him, in my feeble age, 
I dared the battle's rage, 

To save Byzantium's state. 
When the tents of Zabergan 
Like snow-drifts overran 

The road to the Golden Gate. 

And for this, for this, behold I 
Inlirm and blind and old, 

With gray, uncovered head. 
Beneath the very arch 
Of my triumphal march, 

I stand and beg my bread I 

Methinks I still can hear. 
Sounding distinct and near. 

The Vandal monarch's cry. 
As, captive and disgraced, 
With majestic step he paced, — 
All, all is Vanity ! " 



fc( 



Ah ! vainest of all things 
Is the gratitude of kings ; 

The plaudits of the crowd 
Are but the clatter of feet 
At midnight in the street. 

Hollow and restless and loud. 

But the bitterest disgrace 
Is to see forever the face 

Of the Monk of Ephesus ! 
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The unconquerable will 
This, too, can bear ; — I still 
Am JBelisarius ! 



SONGO RIVER. 

Songo Riyer is a winding stream -which connects Lake Sebago 
with Long Lake in Cumberland County, Maine. Among the 
early literary plans of Mr. Longfellow was one for a prose tale, 
the scene of which was to be laid near Lake Sebago. This poem 
was written September 18, 1875, after a visit to the river in the 
kummer then closing. 

Nowhere such a devious stream, 
Save in fancy or in dream, 
Winding slow through bush and brake, 
Links together lake and lake. 

Walled with woods or sandy shelf, 
Ever doubling on itself 
Flows the stream, so still and slow 
That it hardly seems to flow. 

Never errant knight of old. 
Lost in woodland or on wold, 
Such a winding path pursued 
Through the sylvan solitude. 

Never school-boy in his quest 
After hazel-nut or nest, 
Through the forest in and out 
Wandered loitering thus about. 

In tho mirror of its tide 
Tangled thickets on each side 
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Hang inverted, and between 
Floating cloud or sky serene. 

Swift or swallow on the wing 
Seems the only living thing, 
Or the loon, that laughs and flies 
Down to those reflected skies. 

Silent stream ! thy Indian name 
Unfamiliar is to fame ; 
For thou hidest here alone, 
Well content to be unknown. 

But thy tranquil waters teach 
Wisdom deep as human speech, 
Moving without haste or noise 
In unbroken equipoise. 

Though thou turnest no busy mill. 
And art ever calm and still, 
Even thy silence seems to say 
To the traveller on his way : — 

" Traveller, hurrying from the heat 
Of the city, stay thy feet ! 
Kest awhile, nor longer waste 
Life with inconsiderate haste ! 

" Be not like a stream that brawls 
Loud with shallow waterfalls, 
But in quiet self-control 
Link together soul and soul." 



FLIGHT THE FIFTH 

Collected in the yolume entitled Keramos and other Poems, 
1878. Elmwood, in the first poem, is the home of James Russell 
Lowell. 

THE HERONS OF ELMWOOD. 

Warm and still is the summer night, 
As here by the river's brink I wander ; 

White overhead are the stars, and white 

The glimmering lamps on the hillside yonder. 

Silent are all the sounds of day ; 

Nothing I hear but the chirp of crickets, 
And the cry of the herons winging their way 

O'er the poet's house in the Elmwood thickets. 

Call to him, herons, as slowly you pass 

To your roosts in the haunts of the exiled 
thrushes, 

Sing him the song of the green morass. 

And the tides that water the reeds and rushes. 

Sing him the mystical Song of the Hem, 

And the secret that baffles our utmost seeking ; 

For only a sound of lament we discern, 

And cannot interpret the words you are speak- 
ing. 
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Sing of the air, and the wild delight 

Of wings that uplift and winds that uphold 
you, 
The joy of freedom, the rapture of flight 

Through the drift of the floating mists that in- 
fold you ; 

Of the landscape lying so far below, 

With its towns and rivers and desert places ; 

And the splendor of light above, and the glow 
Of the limitless, blue, ethereal spaces. 

Ask him if songs of the Troubadours, 
Or of Minnesingers in old black-letter, 

Sound in his ears more sweet than yours, 

And if yours are not sweeter and wilder and 
better. 

Sing to him, say to him, here at his gate, 

Where the boughs of the stately elms are meet- 
ing. 
Some one hath lingered to meditate. 

And send him unseen this friendly greeting ; 

That many another hath done the same. 

Though not by a sound was the silence broken ; 

The surest pledge of a deathless name 

Is the silent homage of thoughts imspoken. 
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A DUTCH PICTURE. 

Simon Danz has come home again, 

From cruising about with his buccaneers ; 
He has singed the beard of the King of Spain, 
And carried away the Dean of Jaen 
And sold him in Algiers. 

In his house by the Maese, with its roof of tiles. 

And weathercocks flying aloft in air, 
There are silver tankards of antique styles. 
Plunder of convent and castle, and piles 
Of carpets rich and rare. \ 

In his tulip-garden there by the town. 

Overlooking the sluggish stream. 
With his Moorish cap and dressing-gown, 
The old sea-captain, hale and brown. 

Walks in a waking dream. 

A smile in his gray mustachio lurks 

Whenever he thinks of the King of Spain, 
And the listed tulips look like Turks, 
And the silent gardener as he works 
Is changed to the Dean of Jaen. 

The windmills on the outermost 

Verge of the landscape in the haze. 
To him are towers on the Spanish coast. 
With whiskered sentinels at their post. 
Though this is the river Maese. 
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But wlien the winter rains begin, 

He aits and smokes by the blazing brands. 
And old seafaring men come in, 
Goat-bearded, gray, and with double chin. 

And rings npon tbeir hands. 

They sit there in the shadow and shine 
Of the tiiukuring fire of the winter night; 

yigures in color and design 

Like those by RembrancU of the Rhine, 
Half darkness and half light. 

And they talk of ventures lost or won. 

And their talk is ever and ever the same, 
"While they drink the red wine of Tairagon, 
From the cellai-s of some Spanish Don, 
Or convent set on flame. 

Restless at times with lieavy strides 

He paces his parlor to and fro ; 
He is like a ship that at anchor riilcs. 
And swings with the rising and falling tides. 
And tugs at her anchor-tow. 

Voices mysterious far and near, 

Sound of the wind and sound of the aea. 
Are calling and whispering in his ear, 
" Simon Danz I Why stayest thou here? 
Come forth and follow me ! " 

So he thinks he shall take to the sea again 
For one more craise with his buecanecis. 
To singe the beard of the King of Spain. 
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And capture another Dean of Jaen 
And sell him in Algiers. 



CASTLES IN SPAIN. 

How much of my young heart, O Spain, 
Went out to thee in days of yore I 

What dreams romantic filled my brain, 

And summoned back to life again 

The Paladins of Charlemagne 
The Cid Campeador ! 

And shapes more shadowy than these, 

In the dim twilight half revealed ; 
Phoenician galleys on the seas. 
The Roman camps like hives of bees, 
The Goth uplifting from his knees 
Pelayo on his shield. 

It was these memories perchance, 
From annals of remotest eld. 

That lent the colors of romance 

To every trivial circumstance, 

And changed the form and countenance 
Of all that I beheld. 

Old towns, whose history lies hid 
In monkish chronicle or rhyme, — 

Burgos, the birthplace of the Cid, 

Zamora and Valladolid, 

Toledo, built and walled amid 
The wars of Wamba's time ; 
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The long, straight line of the highway, 
The distant town that seems so near, 
The peasants in the heltls, that stay 
Their toil fa cross themselves and pray, 
When from the belfry at midday 
The Angelus they hear ; 

White crosses in the moimtain pass, 

Mules gay with tassels, the loud din 
Of muleteers, the tethered ass 
That crops the dusty wayside grass. 
And cavaliers with spurs of braaa 
Alighting at the inn; 

White hamlets hidden in fields of wheat. 

White cities slumbering by the sea, 
White sunshine flooding square and street. 
Dark mountain ranges, at whose feet 
The river beds are dry with heat, — 
All was a dream to me. 

Yet something sombre and severe 

O'er the enchanted landscape reigned ; 

A terror in the atmosphere 

As if King Philip listened near, 

Or Torquemada, the austere, 
His ghostly away maintained. 

The softer Andalusian skies 

Dispelled the sadness and the gloom ; 
There Cadiz by the seaside lies, 
And Seville's orange-orchards rise, 
Making the land a paradise 

Of beauty and of bloom, 



CASTLES TTf SPAIX 

ITiere Cordova is hidden among 

Tlie palm, the olive, and the vine ; 
Gem of the South, by poets sung, 
And in whose Mosque Almanzor huDg 
As lamps the hells that once had rung 
At Compostella's shrine. 

But over all the rest supreme, 
The star of stars, the cynosure, 

The artist's and the poet's theme, 

The young man's vision, the old man's dreaoL 

Granada by its winding stream. 
The city of tlie Moor ! 

And there the Alhambra still recalls 

Aladdin's palace of delight : 
AUah il Allah ! through its halls 
Whispers the fountain as it falls, 
The Darro darts beneath its walls, 

The hiUs with snow are white. 

Ah yes, the hills are white with snow. 

And cold with blasts that bite and freeze ; 
But in tJie happy vale helow 
The orange and pomegranate grow, 
And wafts of air toss to and fro 

The blossoming alainnd trees. 

The Vega eleft by the Xenil, 

The fascination and allure 
Of the sweet landscape chains the will ; 
The traveller lingers on the hill. 
Hi;! parted lips are breathing still 

The last sigh of the Moor. 
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How like a min overgrown 

With flowers that hide the rents of time, 
Stands now the Past that I have known ; 
Castles in Spuiii, not built of stone 
But of white summer clouds, and blown 

Into this little mist of rhyme I 



VITTORIA COLONNA. 

YiUoria Culonna, on tU« dtath of h<!r husband, llie Marc1iBB« I 
di PeecBTa, retired toiler ciutle at Isehia (Iiiarimd), and thera ] 
•mote the Odu upon his death which guiuud her the title 
Kvine. H. W. L. 

Once more, oiiee more, Inaiim^, 

I see thy purple hills ! — once more 

I hear the billows of the bay 

Wash the white pebbles on thy shore. 

High o'er the aea-aiirge and the sands. 
Like a great galleon wrecked and iiaBt 

Ashore by storms, thy castle stands, 
A mouldering landmark of the Past, 

Upon its terrace-walk I see 

A phantom gliding to and fro ; 
It is Colonna, — it is she 

WIio lived and loved so long ago. 

Pescara's beautifid young wife, 

The type of perfect womanhood. 
Whose life was love, the life of life, 

Tliat time and change and death withstood. 
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For death, that breaks the marriage band 

In others, only closer pressed 
The wedding-ring upon her hand 

And closer locked and barred her hi-east. 

She knew the lifelong raartyrdom, 
The weariness, the endless pain 

Of waiting for some one to come 
Who nevermore would oome ag^. 

The shadows of the chestnut trees, 
The odor of the orange blooms, 

The song of birds, and, more than these, 
The silence of deserted rooms ; 

The respiration of the sea. 

The soft caresses of the air. 
All things in nature seemed to be 

Bnt ministers of her despair ; 

Till the o'erburdened heart, so long 
Imprisoned in itself, found vent 

And voice in one impassioned song 
Of inconsolable lament. 

Then as the sun, though hidden from sight, 
Transmutes to gold tho leaden mist. 

Her life was interfused with light, 
From realms that, though unseen, exist. 

Inarimi! ! Inarimt- ! 

Thy castle on the crags above 
In dust shall crunihle and decay. 

But not the memory of her love. 



BIRDS OF PASSAGE 



THE REVENGE OF RAIN-IN-THE-FACE. 

In that desolate land and lone. 
Where the Big Hora and Yellowstone 

Roax down their mountain path, 
By their fires the Sioux Chiefs 
Muttered their woes and griefs 

And the menace of their wrath. 

" Revenge ! " cried Rain-in-the-Faee, 
" Kevenge upon all the race 

Of the White Chief with yellow haii' \ " 
And the mountains dark and high 
From their crags reechoed the cry 
Of hia anger and despair. 

In the meadow, spreading wide 
By woodland and riverside 

The Indian village stood ; 
All was silent as a dream, 
Save the rushing of the stream 

And the blue-jay in the wood. 

In his war paint and his beads, 
Like a bison among the reeds, 

In ambush the Sitting Bull 
Lay with three thousand braves 
Crouched in the clefts and caves, 

Savage, unmerciful ! 



Into the fatal snare 

The White Chief with yellow hair 
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And his three hundred men 
Dashed headlong, sword in hand ; 
But of that gallant band 

Not one returned again. 

The sudden darkness of death 
Overwhelmed them like the breath 

And smoke of a furnace fire : 
By the river's bank, and between 
The rocks of the ravine. 

They lay in their bloody attire. 

But the foemen fled in the night, 
And Rain-in-the-Face, in his flight, 

Uplifted high in air 
As a ghastly trophy, bore 
The brave heart, that beat no more, 

Of the White Chief with yellow hair. 

Whose was the right and the wrong ? 
Sing it, O funeral song, 

With a voice that is full of tears. 
And say that our broken faith 
Wrought all this ruin and scathe, 

In the Year of a Hundred Years. 



TO THE RIVER YVETTE. 

O LOVELY river of Yvette I 
O darling river ! like a bride, 

Some dimpled, bashful, fair Lisette, 
Thou goest to wed the Orge's tide. 
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Maincourt, and lordly Dampierre, 
See and salute thee on thy way, 

And, with a blessing and a prayer, 
King the sweet bells of St. Forget. 

The valley of Chevreuse in vain 

Would hold thee in its fond embrace ; 

Thou glidest from its arms again 
And hurriest on with swifter pace. 

Thou wilt not stay ; with restless feet, 
Pursuing still thine onward flight, 

Thou goest as one in haste to meet 
Her sole desire, her heart's delight. 

O lovely river of Yvette ! 

O darling stream 1 on balanced wings 
The wood-birds sang the chansonnette 

That here a wandering poet sings. 



THE EMPEROR'S GLOVE. 



'' Combien faudrait-il de peaux d'£spagne pour faire un gant 
de cette g^ndeur ? " A play upon the words gant^ a glove, and 
Gandy the French for Ghent. H. W. L. 

On St. Bavon's tower, commanding 

Half of Flanders, his domain, 
Charles the Emperor once was standing, 
While beneath him on the landing 

Stood Duke Alva and his train. 

Like a print in books of fables, 
Or a model made for show. 



A BALLAD OF THE FRENCn FLEET 

With its pointed roofs and gables. 
Dormer windows, scrolls and labels, 
Lay the city far below. 

Through its squares and streets and alleys 
Poured the populace of Ghent ; 

As a routed army rallies, 

Or as rivers run through valleya, 
Hurrying to their homes they went. 

" Nest of Lutheran misbelievers ! " 
Cried Duke Alva as he gazed ; 

" Haunt of traitors and deceivers, 
Stronghold of insurgent weavers. 
Let it to the ground be razed I '' 

On the Emperor's cap the feather 

Nods, a3 laughing he replies : 
" How many skins of Spanish leather, 
Think you, would, if stitohed together. 

Make a glove of such a size ? " 

A BALLAD OF THE FRENCH FLEET. 

October, 1746. 

Mb. Thomas Prixce Ui'piHur. 

Written Bt the itutnnde of the Rev. E. B. Hale, wben eFForts 
ware making: to laie fmiu dcBtmctlon the Old Sontb Mtfeting- 
House in Boalon. Mr. tliOe BBn(. Kir. LoDK^elluw a, faseaga oat 
of Hutuhineon's kUtory, and refemd htm to Priuoa's Thankb- 
giving Hernioii. given at tile Uld Suiiili iu IT46. 

A FLEET with flags arrayed 
Sailed from the Jiort of Brest, 



And the Admiral's ship displayed 
The signal : " Steer southwest," 

For this Admiral D'Anville 
Had sworn by cross and crown 

To ravage with fiie and steel 
Our helpless Boston Town. 

There wei-e nimors in the street. 

In the luiiietts there was fear 
Of the coming of the fleet, 

And the danger hovering near. 
And while from month to mouth 

Spread the tidings of dismay, 
I stood in the Old South, 

Saying humbly : " Let us pray I 

" O Lord 1 we would not advise ; 

But if in thy Providence 
A tempest should arise 

To drive the French Fleet hence, 
And scatter it far and wide, 

Or sink it in the sea, 
We should be satisfied. 

And thine the glory be." 

This was the prayer I made, 

For my soul was all on flame, 
And even as I prayed 

The answering tempest came ; 
It came with a mighty power. 

Shaking the windows and walls, 
And tolling the bell in the tower, 

As it tolls at funerals. 



The lightning suddenly 

Unsheathed its flaming sword, 
And I cried : " Stand still, and see 

The saJvation of the Lord ! " 
The heavens were black witli cloud, 

The sea was white with hail, 
And ever more fierce and loud 

Blew the October gale. 

The fleet it overtook. 

And the broad sails in tlie van 
Like the tents of Cushan shook, 

Or the curtains of Midian. 
Down on the reeling decks 

Orasbed the o'erwbelming seaa ; 
Ah, never were there wrecks 

So pitiful as these ! 

Like a potter's vessel broke 

The great ships of the line ; 
They were carried away as a smoke. 

Or sank like lead in the brine. 
O Loi-d I before thy path 

They vanished and ceased to be, 
When thou didst walk in wrath 

With thine horses through the sea ! 

THE LEAP OF ROUSHAN BEG. 

Mounted on Kyrat strong and fleet. 
His chestnut steed with four white feet, 

Rouahan Beg, called Kurroglou, 
Soil of the road luul bandit chief. 
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Seeking refuge and relief. 

Up the mountain pathway flew. 

Such was Kyrat's wondrous speed, 
Never yet could any steed 

Reach the dust-cloud in his course. 
More than maiden, more than wife, 
More than gold and next to life 

Boushan the Robber loved his horse. 

In the land that lies beyond 
Erzeroum and Trebizond, 

Garden-girt his fortress stood ; 
Plundered khan, or caravan 
Journeying north from Koordistan, 

Gave him wealth and wine and food. 

Seven hundred and fourscore 
Men at arms his livery wore, 

Did his bidding night and day ; 
Now, through regions all unknown. 
He was wandering, lost, alone. 

Seeking without guide his way. 

Suddenly the pathway ends. 
Sheer the precipice descends, 

Loud the torrent roars unseen ; 
Thirty feet from side to side 
Yawns the chasm ; on air must ride 

He who crosses this ravine. 

Following close in his pursuit, 
At the precipice's foot 



THE LEAP OF ROUSBAN BEQ 
Reyhaa the Arab of Oifah 
Halted with his hiiudred men. 
Shouting upward from the glen, 
« La IU4h ilia AUAh I " 

Gently Roushan Beg caressed 
Kyrat'a forehead, neck, anil breasts 

Kissed him upon both his eyes. 
Sang to him in his wild way. 
As upon the topmont spray 

Sings a bird before it flies. 

" O my Kyrat, O my steed, 
Round and slender as a reed, 

Carry me this peril through t 
Satin housings shall be thine, 
Shoes of gold, O Kyrat mine, 

O thou Boul of Kurroglou 1 

" Soft thy skin as silken skein, 
Soft as woman's hair tliy mane. 

Tender are thine eyes and true t 
All tliy hoofs like ivory shine, 
Polished bright ; O life of mine, 

Leap, and rcticue Kurroglou I " 

Kyrat, then, the strong and fleet. 
Drew together his four white feet, 

Paused a moment on the verge, 
Pleasured with bis eye the apace. 
And into tlie air's embrace 

Leai>ed as leaps the ocean surge. 
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As the ocean surge o'er sand 
Bi^ars a swimmer safe to land, 

Kyrat safe his rider bore ; 
Battling down the deep abyss 
Fragments of the precipice 

Rolled like pebbles on a shore. 

Koushan's tasselled cap of red 
Trembled not upon his head, 

Careless sat ho and upright ; 
Neither hand nor bridle shook, 
Nor his bead he turned to look, 

As he galloped out of sight. 

Flash of harness in the air, 
Seen a moment like the glare 

Of a sword drawn from its sheath ; 
Thus the phantom horseman passed, 
And the shadow that he cast 

Leaped the cataract underneath. 

Eeyhan the Arab held his breath 
While this vision of life and death 

Passed above him. " Allabu ! " 
Cried he. " In all Koordistan 
Lives there not so brave a man 

As this Robber Kurroglou 1 " 



HAROUN AL RASCHID. 
One day, Haroun Al Raschid read 
A book wherein the poet said : — 



i( 
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Where are the kings, and where the rest 
Of those who once the world possessed ? 



" They 're gone with all their pomp and show, 
They 're gone the way that thou shalt go. 

'* thou who choosest for thy share 
The world, and what the world calls fair, 

** Take all that it can give or lend, 
But know that death is at the end ! " 

Haroun Al Easchid bowed his head : 
Tears fell upon the page he read. 



KING TRISANKU. 

VisWAMiTRA the Magician, 
By his spells and incantations, 

Up to Indra's realms elysian 

Raised Trisanku, king of nations. 

Indra and the gods offended 

Hurled him downward, and descending 
In the air he hung suspended. 

With these equal powers contending. 

Thus by aspirations lifted, 

By misgivings downward driven. 

Human hearts are tossed and drifted 
Midway between earth and heaven. 
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A WHAITH IN THE MIST. 

" ^, I ahould buUd me a, fortjficatioii, if Icmae to live here." 
- Boswell'b Juknson. 

On the ^een little isle of Inclikeimeth, 
Who is it that walks by the shore, 

So gay with liis Highland blue bonnet, 
So brave with his targ;e and claymore ? 

His form is the form of a giant, 

But his face wears an aspect of pain ; 

Can this be the Laiiil of Inehkenneth? 
Can this be Sir AHan McLean ? 

Ah, no 1 It is only the Rambler, 
The Idler, who lives in Bolt Court, 

And who says, were he Laii-d of Inehkenneth, 
He would wall himself round with a fort. 



THE THREE KINGS. 

Three Kings came riding from far away, 

Melehior and Caspar and Baltasar ; 
Three Wise Men ont of the East were they. 
And they travelled by night and they slept by 
day, 
Tor their guide was a bcantiful, wonderful star. 

The star was so beautiful, large, and clear. 

That all the other atars of the sky 
Became a white mlijt in the atmosphere, 
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And by this they knew that the coming was 
near 
Of the Prince foretold in tlie prophecy. 

Three caskets they hore on their saddle-bows, 

Three caskets of gold with golden keys ; 
Their robes were of crimson silk with rows 
Of bells and pomegranates and furbelows, 
Their tui'bans like bloaaouiiiig almond-trees. 

And Bo the Three Kings rode into the West, 

Through the dusk of night, over hill and dell, 
And sometimes they nodded with beard on breast, 
And sometimes talked, as they paused to rest, 
With the people they met at some wayside well. 

" Of the child that is born," said Baltasar, 

" Good people, I pray you, tell us the news ; 
For we in tlie East have seen his star. 
And have ridden fast, and have ridden far, 
To find and worship the King of the Jews." 

And the people answered, " You ask in vain ; 

We know of no king but Herod the Great ! " 
They thouglit the Wise Men were men insane. 
As they s))urred their horses across the plain. 

Like riders in haste, and who cannot wait. 

And when they came to Jerusalem, 

Herod the Great, who ha<l heard this thing, 

Sent for the Wise Men and questioned them ; 

Anil said, " Go down unto BetlUehem, 
And bring me tidings of this new king." 
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So they rode away ; and the star stood still, 

The only one in the gray of morn ; 
Yes, it stopped, — it stood still of its own fiee 

will, 
Kight over Bethlehem on the hill, 

The city of David, where Christ was born. 

And the Three Kings rode through the gate and 
the guai'd, 
Through the silent street, till their horses turned 
And neighed as they entered the great inn-yard ; 
But the windows were closed, and the doors were 
barred. 
And only a light in the stable burned. 

And cradled there in tlie scented hay. 

In the air made sweet by the breath of kine, 
The little child in the manger lay, 
Tlje child, that would be king one day 
Of a kingdom not human but divine. 

His motlier Mary of Nazareth 

Sat watching beside his place of rest, 
Watching the even flow of hia breath. 
For the joy of life and the terror of death 
Were mingled together in her breast. 

They laid their offerings at his feet : 
The gold was their tribute to a King, 

The frankineense, with its odor sweet, 

Was for the Priest, the Paraclete, 
The myrrh for the body's burying. 



SONG 12 

And the motlier wondered and bowed her bead, 

And sat us still as a statue of stone ; 
Her heart was troubled yet comforted. 
Remembering what the Angel had said 
Of an endless reign and of David's throne. 

Then the Kings rode out of the city gate, 
With a clatter of hoofs in proud array ; 
But they went not back to Herod the Great, 
For they knew his malice and feared his hate, 
And returned to their homes by another way. 



SONG. 

Stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest ; 
Home-keeping hearts are happiest. 
For those that wander they know not where 
Are full of trouble and full of care ; 
To stay at home is best. 

Weary and homesick and distressed, 
They wander east, they wander west, 
And are baffled and beaten and blown about 
By the winds of the wilderness of doubt ; 
To stay at home is best. 

Then stay at home, my heart, and rest ; 
The bird is safest in its nest ; 
O'er all that Hutter their wings and fly 
A hawk ia hovering in the sky ; 
To stay at home is best. 
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THE WHITE CZAR. 



The White Ciar is Peter the Great. Eatynsliia, Father dear, 
ftnd QtMud&Tt Bovfretgn^ are titles the Rus^jan people are food ol 
giting to the Cmc in their popular soiiga. 11. W. L. 

Dost thon see on tlie rainpai-t's height 
That wreath of mist, in the ligiit 
Of the midnight moon ? Oh, hist I 
It 19 not a wreath of mist ; 
It is the Czar, the White Czar, 
Batynsbka I Gosndar I 

He has heard, among the dead, 
The artillery roll o'erhead ; 
The drums and the tramp of feet 
Of his soldiery in the street; 
He is awake 1 the White Czar, 

Batyuahka ! Gosudar ! , 

He has heai-d in the grave the cries 
Of his ireople : " Awake ! arise ! " 
He has rent the gold hrocade 
Whereof his shroud was niaile ; 
He is risen ! the White Czar, 
Batyushka I Gosudar ! 

From the Volga and the Don 
He has led his armies on, 
Over river and morass. 
Over desert and momitain pass ; 
The Czar, the Orthodox Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar 1 
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He looks from the mountain-cliain 
Toward the seas, that cleave in twain 
The continents ; his hand 
Points southward o'er the land 
Of Roumili ! O Czar, 

Batyushka! Gosudar ! 

And the words break from his lips : 
" I am the builder of ships, 
And my ships shall sail these seas 
To the Pillars of Hercules ! 
I say it ; the White Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar ! 

'* The Bosphorus shall be free ; 
It shall make room for me ; 
And the gates of its water-streets 
Be unbaiTcd before my fleets. 
I say it ; the White Czar, 
Batyushka I Gosudar ! 

" And the Christian shall no more 
Be crushed, as heretofore, 
Beneath thine iron rule, 

Sultan of Istamboul ! 

1 swear it! I the Czar, 

Batyushka ! Gosudar ! " 

DELTA. 

SwEtn' as tlie tender f ragi*anco that survives. 
When martyred flowers bi*cathe out their little 
lives, 
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Sweet as a song that once consoled our pain, 
But never will be sung to us again, 
Is thy remembrance. Now the hour of rest 
Hath come to thee. Sleep, darling ; it is best. 



FLOWEE-DE-LTJCE 



1 this diviaion were published nnder the title 
in ISttT. The tjtle poem wiu writteu March 2(1, 



FLOWER-DE-LUCE. 

Beautiful lily, dweUiug by still nvers. sTob-' 

Or solitary mer^ 5^o b' 
Op where the slug;gish lueaclow-Lrook clelivera 

Its waters to the weir ! 

Thou laughest at the mill, the whir and worry 

Of spindle and of loom, 
And the great wheel that toils aniid the liurry 

And rushuig of the fiiime. 

Bom in the purple, bom to joy and pleasaiieo, 

Thon dost not toil nor spin. 
But makest glad and radiant with thy presence 

The meadow and the lin. 

The wind blows, and uplifts thy drooping banner, 

And round thee throng and run 
The rushes, the green yeomen of t!iy luauor. 

The outlaws of the sun. 

The liumished dragon-fly is thy attendant, 

And tilts against the field. 
And down the listed sunbeam rides resplendent 
With sU-el-bhie luiiil and shitld. 



Thou art the Iris, fair amoDg the fairest, 

Who, armed witli goldeii rod 
And winged with the colestial azure, bearest 

The message of some God. 

Thou art the Muse, who far from crowded cities 

Hauntest the sylvan streams. 
Playing on pipes of reed the artless ditties 

That come to us as dreams. 

O flower-de-luce, bloom on, and let the river 

Linger to kiss thy feet ! 
O flower of song, bloom on, and make forever 

The world more fair and sweet. 



PALINGENESIS. 

In a letter dated MatdU 20, 1859, Mr. Lonef ellov safi : ' 
my owD port, I am delighted to hear the birds again. Spriug j 
aJwayv reminda lue of the Palingenai), or re-oreation, of the old I 
sJeheniiBta, who believed that form ia indastructible and that ont 
of the aahea nf a roae the rose itself could he reeoogtmcted, — f£ 
they oonld only diacovar the great aeeret of Natare. It in dona 
every spring' beuealb our windows and before onr eyes ; and in J 
ttlwaya bo wonderful and bo beautiful '. " The poem, whioh w 
printed in the Allantie for July. 18(14, appears to hare been writ- I 
tBO, or at any rate revised, just befurB publication. 

I LAY upon the headland-height, and listened 
To the incessant sobbing of the sea 

lu caverns under me. 
And watched the waves, that tossed and fled : 

glistened, 
Until the rolling meadows of amethyst 

Melted away in mist. 
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Then suddenly, as one from sleep, I started ; 
For round about me all the sunny capes 

Seemed peopled with the shapes 
Of those whom 1 had known in days departed. 
Apparelled in the loveliness which gleams 

On faces seen in dreams. 

A moment only, and the light and glorj 
Faded away, and the disconsolate shore 

Stood lonely as before ; 
And the wild-roses of the promontory 
Around me shuddered in the wind, and shed 

Their petals of pale red. 

There was an old belief tliat in the embers 
Of all tilings their primordial form exists, 

And cunning alchemiata 
Cotild re-create the rose with all its members 
From its own ashes, but without the bloom. 

Without the lost perfume. 

Ah me I what wonder-working, occidt science 
Can from the ashes in our hearts once more 

Tlie rose of youth restore ? 
Wliat craft of alchemy can bid defiance 
To time and chan^, and for a single hour 

Renew this phantom-flower? 

" Oh, give me back," I cried, " the vanished 

sjilendors, 
The breath of morn, and the exultant strife, 

When the swift stream of life 
Bounds o'er its rocky citannel, and surrunders 
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The pond, with all its lilies, for the leap 
Into the unknown deep I " 

And the soa answered, with a lamentation. 
Like some old prophet wailing, and it said, 

" Alas ! thy youth la dead ! 
It hreathes no more, its heart has no pulsation ; 
In the dark places with the dead of old 

It lies forever cold I " ' 

Tlien said I, " From its consecrated cerements 
I will not drag this sacred dust again, 

Only to give uie pain ; 
But, still lememberiiig all the lost endearments, 
Go on my way, like one who looks before. 

And turns to weep no more." 

Into what land of harvests, what plantations 
Bright with autumnal foliage and the glow 

Of siinsets burning low ; 
Beneath what midnight skies, whose constellation^ I 
Light np the spacious avenues between 

This world and the unseen ! 

Amid what friendly greetings and caresses, 
What households, though not alien, yet not mine, 

What bowers of rest divine ; 
To what temptations in lone wildernesses. 
What famine of the heart, what pain and loss. 

The beai-ing of what cross ! 

I do not know ; nor will I vainly question 
Those pages of the roystie book which hold 
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The Btoiy still untold, 
But without rash conjecture or suggestion 
Turn ita last leaves in reverence and good heed, 

Until ■' The End " I read. 



THE BRIDGE OF CLOUD. 
WritMn MareU 10, IBM, and at firet caUed The Bridge in the A!r. 

BuKN, O evening hearth, and waken 

Pleasant visions, as of old ! 
Though the house by winds be shaken, 

Safe I keep tliis room of gold I 

Ah, no longer wizard Fancy 

Builds her castles in the air, 
Luring me by necromancy 

Up the never-€nding staij' I 

But, instead, she biuJds mo bridges 

Over many a ilark ravine. 
Where beneath the gusty ridges 

Cataracts dash and roar u 



And I cross them, little heeding 
Blast of wind or torrent's roar, 

Ab I follow the receding 

Footsteps that have gone before. 

Naught avails the imploring gesture, 
Naught availn the cry of pain I 

When I touch the flying vesture, 
'T is the gr.iy robe of the rain. 
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BaEBed I return, and, leaning 

O'er the parapets of cloud, 
Watoh the mist that intervening 

Wraps the valley in its shroud. 

And the sounds of life ascending 
Faintly, vaguely, meet the ear. 

Murmur of bells and voices blending 
With the rush of waters near. 

Well I know what there lies hidden, 
Every tower and town and farm, 

And again the land forbidden 
Keassiuncs Its vanished charm. 

Well I know the secret places. 
And the nests in hedge and tree ; 

At what doors are friendly faces, 
In what heai'ts are thoughts of me. 

Through the mist and darkness sinking. 
Blown by wind and beaten by shower, 

Down I fling the thought I 'm thinking, 
Down I toss this Alpine flower. 



HAWTHORNE. 

May 23, 1804. 

The (late is that of the burial of Hawthorne. The pi 
WHS writtCD JDBt a □lonth later. Mr. Longfellow -wrote lo 
Kelils: "I send yon a poem, pceraising (lint I have not j 
UuIidob'h article in tliu Allaittii:. I Lupu vie have not I 
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anging; and saying tho aanie tluDgs. I hnve only tried to de- 
scribe the stAte of miod I vas iu uu that day. Did you not 
fuel M likewise P " In stinding a cupy of the Uudb at the same 
time to Mis. Hawthorne, lie wrote : " I feel how impi-tfoct and 
inadeqnata they are ; bat I trust yuu will pardon theic defi- 
oiimeieB for the love I bear Ms memory." 

How beautiful it was, that ono briglit day 

In tbe long week of rain I 
Though all its splentlor eoulil not chase away 

The omnipreskint pain. 

The lovely town was wliite with apple-blooms, 

And the great elms o'erfaead 
Dark shadows wove on their aerial looms 

Shot through with golden thi-cad. 

Across the meadows, by the gray old manse. 

The historic river flowed : 
I was as one who wanders in a trance, 

Unconscious of his toad. 

The faces of familiar friends seemed strange ; 

Their voices I could bear. 
And yet tho words they uttered seemed to ebange 

Their meaning to my ear. 

For the one face I looked for was not there. 

The one low voice was mute ; 
Duty an unseen presence tilled the air, 

And baffled my pursuit. 

Now I look back, and meadow, manse, and stivain 
Dimly my thought defines ; 
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I only see — a dpBun -iriiidii a dreizn — 
The liill>i«p bearsai wiili piiM^ 

I onlv hear Jftxtre his plwe of rest 

Their tender uDa^n-jne, 
The infinite loninii^ of ^ mcmliled breast. 

The voic»e so likt- his own. 

There in seclns-ion and remote from men 

The vizard hand lits oold. 
Which at its topmofct speed let fall the ipexu 

And left the tale half told. 

Ah ! who shall lift that wand of magic power. 

And the lost clew regain ? 
The unfinished window in Aladdin's tower 

Unfinished most i>?main ! 



CHRISTIIAS BELLSL 
I HEABD the bells on Christmas Day 

« 

Their old. familiar carols plar. 

And wild and sweet 

The words repeat 
Of pdoe on earth, good-will to men ! 

And thoQght how« as the day had come. 
The belfries of all Christendom 

Had rolled along 

The tmbroken song 
Of peaee on earth, good-wiU to men ! 



(( 
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Till, ringing, singing on its way, 

The world revolved from night to day, 

A voice, a chime, 

A chant sublime • 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 

Then from each black, accursed mouth 
The cannon thundered in the South, 

And with the sound 

The carols drowned 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 

It WBs as if an earthquake rent 
The hearth*stones of a continent. 

And made forlorn 

The households born 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 



And in despair I bowed my head ; 
There is no peace on earth," I said ; 

'* For hate is strong. 

And mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good- will to men ! 



»i 



Then pealed the bells more loud and deep : 
" God is not dead ; nor doth he sleep ! 

The Wrong shall fail. 

The Right prevail. 
With peace on earth, good-will to men ! " 



>A FLO WZ^'Z E-L 7CE 

WIXD OTE& THE CHZKNiY. 



Dijftkj red ibt emier* zij^- 

PomCi leTool the ciSdniz^ l>:ar. 



Learned in some forgccren J\ii» 
Trrmk a sclwxfl-faoy at his play. 
Wfaen tfaer bodi were jonng tog-cdier. 
Heart of Tootfa and summer veaiher 
flaking all their holiday. 

And the night-wind rising, hark ! 
IIow abore there in the dark. 

In the midnight and the snov. 
Ever wilder, fiercer, grander. 
Like the trmnpets of Iskander. 

ATI the noisy chimneys blow ! 

Erery qoivering tongne of flame 
Seems to mnrmnr some great name. 

Seems to say to me, ^ Aspire ! ** 
But the night-wind answers, ^ Hollow 
Axe the Tiaons that yon follow. 

Into darkness sinks your fire ! '^ 

Then the flicker of the blaze 
Gleams on Tolnmes of old days. 
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Written by masterH of the art, 
Loud tliroiigh whose majestic pages 
KoUa the melody of ages. 

Throb the harp-stringa of the heart. 

And again the tongues of flame 
Start exulting and exclaim : 

" These are prophets, barda, and aeers ; 
In the horoscope of nations, 
Like ascendant constellations, 

They control the comiog years." 

But the night-wind cries : " Despair ! 
Those who walk with feet of air 

Leave no long-enduring marks ; 
At God's forges incandescent 
Mighty hammers beat incessant, 

These are but the flying sparks. 

" Dust arc all the hands that wrought ; 
Books are sepulchres of thought ; 

The dead laurels of the dead 
Rustle for a moment only. 
Like the withered leaves in loni^ly 

Churchyards at some passing tread." 

Suddenly the flame sinks down ; 
Sink the rumors of renown ; 

And alone the night-wind drear 
Clamors louder, wilder, vaguer, — 
" T is the brand of Meleager 

Dying on the hearth-stone hero I " 
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And I answer, — " Though it be. 
Why should that discomfort me ? 

No endeavor is in vain ; 
Its reward is in the doing. 
And the rapture of pursuing 

Is the prize the vanquished gain. 



THE BELLS OF LYNN. 

HEARD AT NAHANT. 
Written at Nahant, July 29, 1859. 

O CURFEW of the setting sun ! O Bells of Lynn ! 
O requiem of the dying day ! O Bells of Lynn I 

From the dark belfries of yon cloud - cathedral 

wafted, 
Your -sounds aerial seem to float, O Bella of Lynn ! 

Borne on the evening wind across the crimson twi- 

light, 

O'er land and sea they rise and fall, O Bells of 
Lynn! 

The fisherman in his boat, far out beyond the 

headland, 
Listens, and leisurely rows ashore, O Bells of 

Lynn ! 

Over the shining sands the wandering cattle home- 
ward 
Follow each other at your call, O Bells of Lynn ! 
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The distant lighthouse hears, and with his flaming 

signal 
Answers you, passing the watchword on, O Bells 

of Lynn! 

And down the darkening coast run the tumultuous 

surges, 
And clap their hands, and shout to you, O Bells 

of Lynn ! 

Till from the shuddering sea, with your wild in- 
cantations. 

Ye summon up the spectral moon, O Bells of 
Lynn! 

And startled at the sight, like the weird woman 

of Endor, 
Ye cry aloud, and then are still. O Bells of 

Lynn ! 



KILLED AT THE FORD. 

Written January 14, 1866. 

He is dead, the beautiful youth. 

The heart of honor, the tongue of truth, 

He, the life and light of us all. 

Whose voice was blithe as a bugle-call, 

Whom all eyes followed with one consent, 

The cheer of whose laugh, and whose pleasant 

word. 
Hushed all murmurs of discontent. 
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Only last niglit, as we rode aloDg, 
Down tbe dai'k of the mouiitam gap. 
To visit the picket-guard at tbe ford. 
Little dreaming of any mishap. 
He was huiiiming the worils of some old song : 

" Two rod roses he had on his I'ap 
And another he bore at the point of his sword." 

Sudden and swift a whistling ball 
Came out of a wood, and the voice was still ; 
Something I heard in the darkness fall. 
And for a moment my blood grew chill ; 
I spake in a whisper, as he who speaks 
In a room where some one is lying dead ; 
But he made no answer to what I said. 

We lifted him up to his saddle again. 

And through the mire and the mist and the rain 

Carried him back to the silent camp, 

And laid him as if asleep on his bed ; 

And I saw by the light of the surgeon's lamp 

Two white rosea upon his cheeks, 

And one, just over his heart, blood-red I 

And I saw in a vision how far and fleet 
That fatal bullet went e}ieeding forth. 
Till it reached a t«wn in the distant North, 
Till it reached a house in a sunny street. 
Till it reached a heart that ceased to beat 
AVithout a murmur, without a cry ; 
And a bell was tolled, in that far-off town. 
For one who had passed from cross to crown. 
And the neighbors wondered that she should die. 



TO-MOKROW 



GIOTTO'S TOWER. 

Written Jttnaarj 8, ISIM, 

How many lives, made beautiful and sweet 
By self-devotion iind by self-restraint, 
Whose pleasure is to run without complaint 
On unknown en-ands of the Pai-atlete, 

M'antiug the reverence of nnshodden feet, 
Fail of the nimbus which the artists paiiit 
Around tlie shining forehead of the saint. 
And are in their completeness incomplete ! 

In the old Tuscan town stands Giotto's tower. 
The lily of Florence blossoming in stone, — 
A vision, a deliglit, and a desire, — 

The builder's perfect and centennial flower, 
That in tlie night of ages bloomed alone. 
But wanting still the glory of the spire. 



TO-MORROW. 

WrittDn Febraiu7 17, 1606. 

"T IS late at night, and in the realm of sleep 
My little lanilis are foldeil like the flocks ; 
From room to room I hear the wakeful clocks 
Cludlenge thu passing hour, like guards that 
keep 
Their solitary wat^li on tower and steep ; 
Far off I hear the crowing of the cocks. 
And tlirough the opening door that time unlocks 
Fci'l the fresh breathing of To-morrow creep- 
To-morrow ! the mysterious, unknown guest. 
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Who cries to me : " Remember Barmecide, 
And tremble to be bappy witb tbe rest." 
And 1 make answer : " I am satisfied ; 
I dare not ask ; I know not ivhat is best ; 
God hatb already said what shall betide." 

DIVINA COMMEDIA. 

The ail sonnetR whiah fallow were written during the prii(fre»« 1 
of iSr. Longfellow's work in tranBtatiDg the Bivina Cainmedia, J 
tuid were published as poetical fly-leaves to the three porta. Tha 
first was written just after he hod put the first two canfos of the 
Inferno into the hands of the ptinter. This, with the second, prel- 
Hcitd the Inferno. The third and foarth introduced the Fvrffatoria, 
and tbe fifth aud sixth the PararftiD. 



Written Mnrch 'JO, 1884. 

Oft have I seen at some cathedral door 
A laborer, pausing in tbe dust and heat. 
Lay dowil his burden, and with reverent feet 
Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor 

Kneel to repeat bis paternoster o'er ; 
Far off the noises of the world retreat ; 
The loud vociferations of the street 
Become an undistinguisbable roar. 

So, as I euter here from day to day, 

And leave my burden at this minster gate, 
Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray, 

Tlie tumult of the time disconsolate 
To inarticulate raurnmra dies away. 
While the eternal ages watch and wait 
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II. 

How strange the sculptures that adorn these tow- 
ers! 
This crowd of statues, in whose folded sleeves 
Birds build their nests; while canopied with 

leaves 
Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bowers, 
Ajid the vast minster seems a cross of flowers ! 
But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled eaves 
Watch the dead Christ between the living 

thieves. 
And, underneath, the traitor Judas lowers ! 
Ah ! from what agonies of heart and brain, 
What exultations trampling on despair. 
What tenderness, what tears, what hate of 
wrong, 
What passionate outcry of a soul in pain, 
Uprose this poem of the earth and air, 
This mediaeval miracle of song 1 

III. 

Written December 22, 1865. 

I enter, and I see thee in the gloom 
Of the long aisles, O poet saturnine ! 
And strive to make my steps keep pace with 

thine. 
The air is filled with some unknown perfume ; 
The congregation of the dead make room 
For thee to pass ; the votive tapers shine ; 
Like rooks that haunt Ravenna's groves of 
pine 
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The hovering echoes fly from tomli to torab, 

From the eunfes-sioDals I hear ai'ise 
RehearsaU of forgotten tragedies. 
And latDBtitations from the crypta below ; 

And then a voioe celestial that begins 

With the pathetio words, " Although your sii 
As scarlet be," and ends with *' as the anow.'' 



Writton May 5, 1807. 

With snow-white veil and garments as of flame, 
She stands before tbee, who so long ago 
Filled thy young heart with passion aud the woe 
From whieh thy song and all its splendors came; 

And while with sturu robuke shti speaks thy name, 
The ico about thy heart melts as the snow 
On mountain heights, and in swift overflow 
Comes gushing fi'oiu thy lips in sobs of shame. 

Thon makest fnll confession ; and a gleam. 
As of the dawn on some dark forest cast, 
Seems on thy lifted forehead to inereaae ; 

Lothe and Eunoe — the remembered dream 
And the forgotten sori-ow — bring at last 
That perfect pardon which is perfect peace. 



Written Jonnar; lU, ISIUI. 

I lift mine eyes, and all the windows blaze 
With forms of Saints and holy men who died. 
Hero martyred aud hertMifter glorified ; 
And the great Rose upon its leaves displays 
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Christ's Triumph, and the angelic roundelaj's. 
With splendor upon splundor multiplied ; 
And Beatrice again at Dante's side 
No more rebufees, but smiles ht;r words of pr^se. 

And then the organ sonnds, and unseen choirs 
Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and love 
And bonedictions of tlie Holy Ghost ; 

And the melodious bells among the sjiires 

O'er all the house-tops and through heaven above 
Proclaim tho elevation of the Host ! 



O star of morning aiid of liberty ] 

O bringer of the liijht, whose splendor shines 
Above the darkness of the Apennines, 
Forerunner of the day that is to be I 

The voices of the city and the sea, 

The voices of the mountains and the pines, 
Repeat thy son^, till the familiar lines 
Are footpaths for the thought of Italy ! 

Thy fame is blown abroad from all the heights, 
Tlirough all the nations, and a sound is heard, 
As of a mighty wind, and luon devout, 

Strangers of Rome, and the new jiroselytes, 
In their own language hear thy wondrous word, 
And many are amazed and many doubt. 
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NOEL. 

BNVOTi X M. AGASSIZ, LA VEILLE DE KOEL 1864, AY£C 
X7N PANIEB DB TINS DIYEBS. 

The basket of wine wliich Mr. Longfellow sent to his friend 
with these yerses was accompanied by the foUowing note : ** A 
Merry Christmas and Happy New Tear to all the house of Agas- 
sis I I send also six good wishes in the shape of bottles. Or is 
it wine ? It is both ; good wine and good wishes and kind mem- 
ories of yon on this Christmas Eve." 

A translation of the verses was printed by Mr. John £. Nor* 
cross of Philadelphia in a brochure, 1867. 

L*Aoadtaiie en respect, 
Nonobctant rincorrection 
A U fftveur du sujet, 

Ture-lure, 
K *y fen poftut de rature ; 
Noel ! ture-lure-ltire. 

Gci Basozai. 

QuAND les astres de Noel 
Brillaient, palpitaient au ciel. 
Six gaillards, et chacun ivre, 
Chantaient gatment dans le givre, 

'' Sons amis, 
AUons done chez Agassiz I " 



Ces illustres Pdlerins 
D'Outre-Mer adroits et fins, 
Se donnant des airs de pretre, 
A Tenvi se vantaient d'etre 

" Bons amis 
De Jean Rudolphe Agassiz ! " 

CEil-de-Perdrix, grand farceur. 
Sans reproche et sans pudeur. 



NOEL 115 

Dans son patois de Bonrgogne, 
Bredouillait comme un ivrogne, 

" Bons amis, 
J'ai dans^ chez Agassiz ! " 



Verzenay le Champenois, 
Bon Fran^ais, point New-Yorquois, 
Mais des environs d'Avize, 
Fredonne ^ mainte reprise, 

" Bons amis, 
J'ai chante chez Agassiz ! " 



A c6t^ marcliait un vieux 
Hidalgo, mais non mousseux ; 
Dans le temps de Charlemagne 
Fut son pdre Grand d'Espagne \ 

*'*' Bons amis, 
J'ai din^ chez Agassiz I " 

Derri^re eux un Bordelais, 
Grascon, s'il en fut jamais, 
Parf um^ de po^sie 
Biait, chantait, plein de vie, 

*'*' Bons amis, 
J'ai soup^ chez Agassiz ! " 

Avec ce beau cadet roux. 
Bras dessns et bras dessous. 
Mine altidre et couleur teme, 
Vint le Sire de Sauteme ; 

^^ Bons amis, 
J'ai couch^ chez Agassiz ! " 
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Mais le dernier de ces preux, 
Etait iin pauvre Chartrenx, 
Qui disait, d'lm ton robnste, 
** B^n&lictions sur le Juste ! 
Bons amis. 



Bemssons Pere Agassiz I 



>9 



Us arrivent trois i trois, 
Montent Tescalier de bois 
Clopin-clopant ! quel gendarme 
Peut permettre ce vaearme, 

Bons amis, 
A la porte d' Agassiz I 

** Ouvrez done, mon bon Seigneur, 
Ouvrez vite et n'ayez peur ; 
Ouvrez, ouvrez, car nous sommes 
Gens de bien et gentilshommes, 

Bons amis 
De la f amille Agassiz ! " 

Chut, ganaches ! taisez-vous ! 
C'en est trop de vos glouglous ; 
Epargnez aux Philosophes 
Vos abominables strophes ! 

Bons amis, 
Bespectez mon Agassiz I 



THE MASQUE OF PANDORA 

The Stla poem in the volnme, TJie Masque of Fandora and 
other Poemt, pubUaliBiI in IST'i. It wus adapted for ths stajje, 
and set ta Mmexe by Alfred Cellier, and waa brought out at iJie 
Boston Theatni in 18U1. 



THE W0BK8H0P OF HEPH^STUS. 



(tianding he/ore the statue of Pandora). 
Not fashioned out of gold, like Hera's throne, 
Nor forged of iron like tin? thunderbolts 
Of Zeus omnipotent, or other works 
Wrought by my hands at Lemnoa or Olyniima, 
But moulded in soft clay, that unresisting 
Yields itself to the touch, thia lovely form 
Before nie stands, perfect in every part. 
Not Aphrodite's self appeared more fair. 
When Jirat upwafted by oarcssing winds 
She came to high Olympus, and the gods 
Paid homage to her beauty. Thus her hair 
Was cinctured ; thus her floating drapery 
Was like a cloud about her, and her fa^^e 
Was radiant with the sunshine and the sea. 



Tllfi VOICt OF KEUS. 

Is thy work done, Hcphsestus? 




TBE MASQUE OF PAXDOXA 



Bot finulied tai I braxthe Ae bvoth ol ££e 
Into ber aoatrils, snd Ae narwr* ind speaks 



Win she become immortsl like oarad.n8? 



The form that tlioa hast Eaahioned oat of <^y 
Is of the earth and moital ; bat the sfNiit, 
The life, tbe exbalatioD of tut breath, 
Is of diviner es^nce and immortaL 
Tbe gods shall abower on her their beneEaetioiia, 
She shall possess all gifts : the gift of song. 
The gift of eloquence, the gift uf beantr. 
The fascination and tbe nameless chatm 
That shall lead all men captive. 



Wherefore? wherefore? 

A wuul stola lAf ioiLst. 

I hear the mahing of a mighty wind 

Through all the halls and chambers of my houae I 

Her parted lips inhale it, and her bosom 

Heaves with the inspiration. As a reed 

lieside a river in the rippling current 

Bends to and fro, she bows or lifts her head. 

I She gazes round about aa if amazed : 

I She is alive ; tthe breathes, but yet she speaks not! 

Pandora drteendsfmin the pedetlal. 



TUB MASQUE OF PANDORA 

OHOKUS OF THE G 



In the worksliop of Heph^stua 

What is tliis I see ? 
Have the Gods to four increaaed u 

Who were only three ? 
Beautiful in form ajid feature, 

Lovely aa the day, 
Can there be ao fair a creatura 

Foi'med of common clay ? 



O sweet, pale face 1 O lovely eyes of azure, 
Clear as the waters of a hrook that run 
Limpid and laughing in the summer sun ! 
O golden hair, that lilie a miser's treasure 

In its abundance overflows the measure ! 
O graceful form, that cloudlike floatest on 
Witli the soft, nndnlatiiig gait of one 
Who moveth as if motion were a pleasure I 

By what name shall I call thee ? Nymph or Muse, 
Callirrhoe or Urania ? Some sweet name 
Whose every syllable is a careas 

Woidd best beSt thee ; but I cannot choose, 
Kor do I care to choose ; for still the same, 
Nameless or named, will be thy loveliness. 



Dowered with all celestial gifts, 
Skilled in every art 

That ennobles and uplifts 
And deligbta the heart, 
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Fair on earth shall be thy fame 

As thy fat-e is fa!r, 
And Pandora be tlit: name 

Thou hc-uceforth shalt bear. 



OLYMPUS. 
HEftMEB (pulling un hia sandals}. 
Much must he toil who serves the Immortal Goda 
And I, who am their herald, most of all. 
No rest have I, nor respite. I no sooner 
Unclasp the winged sandals from my feet, 
Tliau I again must cla.sp them, and depart 
Upon some foolish errand. But to-day 
The errand is not foolish. Never yet 
With greater joy did I obey the summons 
That sends mo earthward. I will fly so swiftly 
That my caduoeus in the whistling air 
Shall make a sound like the Pandiean pipes. 
Cheating the shepherds ; for to-day I go, 
Commissioned by high-thundering Zens, to leiul 
A maiden to Prometheus, in his tower. 
And by my cimning ai^;uments persuade him 
To marry her. What mischief lies concealed 
In this design I know not ; but I know 
Who thinks of marrying hath already taken 
One stop upon the road to penitence. 
Such embassies delight me. Forth I launch 
On the sustaining air, nor fear to fall 
Like Icarus, nor swerve aside like him 
Who drove amiss Hyperion's fiery steeds, 
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I BJak, I fly 1 Tlie yiclcling element 
Folds itself round about me like an arm. 
And holds me as a mother holds her child. 



TOWER OP PROMETUEUS ON MOUNT CAUCASUS. 



I hear the trumpet of Alectryon 
Proclaim the dawn. The stars begin to fade, 
And all the heavens are full of prophecies 
And evil auguries. Blood-red last night 
1 saw great Kronos rise ; the crescent moon 
Sank through the mist, aa if it were the scythe 
His parricidal hand had flung far down 
The western steeps. O ye Immortal Goda, 
What evil are ye plotthig aud contriving? 

HnHMiW and Pandoha at the. thrttliM. 



I cauiiot cross the threshold. An unseen 
And icy hand repels hil', Tliesc blank walla 
Oppress me with their weight 1 



PROMETBEUa. 



Powerful ye are. 
But not omnipotent. Ye cannot fight 
Against Necessity. The Fates control you, 
As they do us, and so far we are equals ! 
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He sits there muttering in his beard. His voice 
Is like a river flowing underground ! 

Prometheus, hail ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Who calls me ? 



HExUoES* 



It is I. 



Dost thou not know me ? 



PROMETHEUS. 

By thy winged cap 
And winged heels I know thee. Thou art Hermes, 
Captain of thieves I Hast thou again been steal- 
ing 
The heifers of Admetus in the sweet 
Meadows of asphodel ? or Hera's girdle ? 
Or the earth-shaking trident of Poseidon ? 

HERMES. 

And thou, Prometheus ; say, hast thou again 
Been stealing fire from Helios' chariot-wheels 
To light thy furnaces ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Why comest thou hither 
So early in the dawn? 

HERMES. 

The Immortal Gods 
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Know naught of late or early. Zeus himself 
The omnipotent hath sent me. 

PROMETHEUS. 

For what purpose ? 

xLkRMjsS* 

To bring this maiden to thee. 

PROMETHEUS. 

I mistrust 
The Gods and all their gifts. If they have sent 

her 
It is for no good purpose. 

HERMES. 

What disaster 
Could she bring on thy house, who is a woman ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

The Gods are not my friends, nor am I theirs. 
Whatever comes from them, though in a shape 
As beautiful as this, is evil only. 
Who art thou ? 

PANDORA. 

One who, though to thee unknown, 
Yet kaoweth thee. 

PROMETHEUS. 

How shouldst thou know me, woman ? 

PANDORA. 

Who knoweth not Prometheus the humane ? 



TUB UASQl/E OF PAN DOHA 



Proraetfacus the unfortuniite ; to whom 
Both Gods and men have shown themselvea un- 
grateful. 
When every spark was quenched on every hearth 
Throughout the eai-th, I brought to niau the fire 
Aud all its ministratiotis. My reward 
Ilath been the rock and vulture. 



At last relent and pardon. 

pROsraTHECs. 

They relent not ; 
They pardon not ; they are implacable, 
Revengeful, unforgiving I 



As a pledge 

Of reconciliation they have sent to thee 
This divine being, to be thy companion, 
And bring into thy melancholy house 
The sunshine and the fragrance of her youth. 



I nee<l them not. I have within myself 
All that my heart desires ; the ideal beauty 
Which the creative faculty of mind 
Fashions and follows in a thousand shapes 
More lovely than the real. My own thoughts 
Are my companions ; my designs and labors 
And aspirations arc my only friends. 
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Decide not rashly. The decision made 
Can never be recalled. The Gods implore not, 
Plead not, solicit not : they only offer 
Choice and occasion, which once being passed 
Ketum no more. Dost thou accept the gift? 

pBOMETttEtra. 
No gift of theirs, in whatsoever shape 
It comes to me, with whatsoever charm 
To fascinate my sense, will I receive. 
Leave me. 



Let us go hence. I will not stay. 

HERMES. 

We leave thee to thy vacant dreams, and all 
The silence and the solitude of thought. 
The endless bitterness of unbelief, 
The loneliness of ejcistcnee without love. 

CHOBDS OF THE FATES. 



ITow the Titan, the defiant, 
The self-centred, self-reliant, 
Wrapped in visions and illusions, 
Robs himself of life's best gifts ! 
Till by all the storm-winds shaken, 
By the blast of fate o'ertaken. 
Hopeless, helpless, and forsaken, 
In the mists of his confusions 
To the reefs of doom he drifts I 



Sorely tried and sorely tempted. 
From no agonies exempted, 
In the penance of his trial. 
And the discipliue of paiu ; 
Often by illusions cheated, 
Often baffled and defeated 
In the tasks to be completed, 
He, by toil and self-denial. 
To the highest shall attain. 



Tempt no more the noble schemer ; 
Beai- unto some idle dreamer 
This new toy and fascination. 
This new dalliance and delight ! 
To the garden where i-eposes 
Epimetlieua crowned with rosea. 
To the door that never closes 
Upon pleasure and temptation, 
Bring this vision of the night I 

IV. 

THE AlB. 

HERMES (nhtrniiig to Olympus). 
As lonely as the tower that he inhabitB, 
As firm and cold aa are the crags abont him, 
Prometheus stands. The thunderbolts of Zeus 
Alone can move him ; but the tender heart 
Of Epimetheus, burning at white heat. 
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Hammers and fliimes like all his brother's forges ! 
Now as an arrow from Hyperion's bow, 
My errand done, I fly, I float, I soar 
Into the air, returning to Olympus. 

]oy of motion I O delight to cleave 

The infinite realms of apace, the liquid ether, 
Through the warm sunshine and the cooling cloud. 
Myself as light as simbeam or as cloud ! 
Witli one touch of my swift and wiuged feet, 

1 spiun the solid earth, and leave it rocking 

As rocks the bough from whieh a bird takes 
wing. 



THE HOUSE OF EPtMETIIEUS. 

EPIMKTHEU9. 

Beautiful apparition ! go not hence I 
Surely thou art a Goddess, for thy voice 
la a celestial melody, and thy form 
Self-poised as if it floated on the air I 



No Goddess am I, nor of heavenly birth, 
ISut a mere woman fashioned out of clay 
And mortal as the i-est. 



KPIMETUEl'S. 



Thy face is fair ; 
There is a wonder in thine azure oyea 
That fascinates me. Thy whole presence seema 
A soft desire, a breathing thought of love. 
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Say, would thy star like Merope's grow dim 
If tliou sliottldst wed beneatli thee? 



Ask nie not ; 
I faiinot answer tliee. I only know 
The Uods have sent me hither. 



I believe. 
And thus believing am most fortunate. 
It was not Hermes led thee hei-e, but Eros, 
And swifter than his arrows were thine eyes 
In wounding mo. There was no moment's space 
Between my seeing thee and loving thee. 
Oil, what a telltale face thou hast I Again 
I see the wonder in thy tender eyes. 



They do but answer to the love in thine. 
Yet secretly I wonder thou shouldst love me. 

Thou knowest me not. 



Perhaps I know thee better 
Than had I known thee longer. Yet it seems 
That I have always known thee, and but now 
Have found thee. Ah, I have been waiting long. 



How beautifid is this house I The atmosphere 
Breathes rest and comfort, and the many cham- 
bers 
Seem full of welcomes. 
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EFIMETHEUS. 

They not only seem, 
But truly are. This dwelling and its master 
Belong to thee. 

PANDORA. 

Here let me stay forever I 
There is a spell upon me. 

EFIMETHEUS. 

Thou thyself 
Art the enchantress, and I feel thy power 
Envelop me, and wrap my soul and sense 
In an Elysian dream. 

PANDORA. 

Oh, let me stay. 
How beautiful are all things round about me, 
Multiplied by the mirrors on the walls I 
What treasures hast thou here I Yon oaken chest, 
Carven with figures and embossed with gold, 
Is wonderful to look upon ! What choice 
And precious things dost thou keep hidden in it ? 

EFIMETHEUS. 

I know not. 'T is a mystery. 

PANDORA. 

Hast thou never 
Lifted the Ud? 

EFIMETHEUS. 

The oracle forbids. 
Safely concealed there from all mortal eyes 
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Forever sleeps the secret of the Gods. 

Seek not to knov;' what they have hidden from I 

thee, 
Till they themselves reveal it. 



As thou wilt. 



Let us go forth from this niysterious place. 
The garden walks are pleasant at this hour ; 
The nightingales among the sheltering houghs 
Of populous and many-nested trees 
Shall teach me how to woo thee, and shall tell me 
By what resistless charms or incantations 
They won their mates. 

PANDORA. 

Thou dost Qot need a tesu 
ITus go out 

CHORUS OF TUE EDMBNTDfiS. 

What the Immortals 

Confide to thy keeping. 

Tell unto no man ; 

Waking or sleeping, 

Closed be thy portals 

To friend as to foeman. 

Silence conceals it ; 
The word that is spoken 
Betrays and reveals it ; 
By hreatli or by token 
The charm may be broken. 
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With shafts of their splendors 
The Gods unforgiving 
Pursue the offenders, 
The dead and the living ! 
Fortune forsakes them, 
Nor earth shall abide them, 
Nor Tartarus hide them ; 
Swift wrath overtakes them. 

With useless endeavor, 
Forever, forever. 
Is Sisyphus rolling 
His stone up the mountain I 
Immersed in the fountain, 
Tantalus tastes not 
The water that wastes not ! 
Through ages increasing 
The pangs that afflict him, 
With motion unceasing 
The wheel of Ixion 
Shall torture its victim I 



VI. 

IN THE GARDEN. 
EPIMETHEUS. 

Yon snow-white cloud that sails sublime in ether 
Is but the sovereign Zeus, who like a swan 
Flies to f air-ankled Leda I 

PANDORA. 

Or perchance 
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Ix ion's cloud, the ohadnwy shape of Hera, 
That bore the Centaurs. 



EPIMETHEUS. 

The divine anil human. 



Gently swaying to and fro, 
Rocked by aJl the winda that blow. 
Bright with sunshine from above. 
Dark with shadow from below, 
Beak to beak and breast to breast 
In the cradle of their nest, 
Lie the fledglings of our love. 



EPIMETHKV8. 

Hark ! listen ! Hear how sweetly overhead 

The feathered flute-players pipe their songs of love, 

And Echo answers, love and only love. 



Every flutter of the wing. 
Every note of song we sing. 
Every murmur, every tone. 
Is of love and love alone. 



EPtMETHEUe. 



Who would not love, if loving she might bo 
Changed like Callisto to a star in heaven ? 
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PANDORA. 

Ah, who would love, if loving she might be 
Like Semele consumed and burnt to ashes ? 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Whence knowest thou these stories ? 

PANDORA. 

Hermes taught me ; 
He told me all the history of the Gods. 

CHORUS OF BEEDS. 

Evermore a sound shall be 
In the weeds of Arcady, 
Evermore a low lament 
Of unrest and discontent. 
As the story is retold 
Of the nymph so coy and cold. 
Who with frightened feet outran 
The pursuing steps of Pan. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

The pipe of Pan out of these reeds is made. 
And when he plays upon it to the shepherds 
They pity him, so mournful is the sound. 
Be thou not coy and cold as Syrinx was. 

PANDORA. 

Nor thou as Pan be rude and mannerless. 

PROBfETUBUS (wUhout). 

Ho I Epimetheus t 
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EFIMETHEUS. 

'T is my brother's voice ; 
A sound unwelcome and inopportune 
As was the braying of Silenus' ass, 
Once heard in Cybele's garden. 

PANDORA. 

Let me go. 
I would not be found here. I would not see him. 

She escapes among the trees, 
CHORUS OF DBYADES. 

Haste and hide thee, 

Ere too late, 

In these thickets intricate ; 

Lest Prometheus 

See and chide thee. 

Lest some hurt 

Or harm betide thee, 

Haste and hide thee I 

PROMETHEUS (entering). 

Who was it fled from here ? I saw a shape 
Flitting among the trees. 

EFIMETHEUS. 

It was Pandora. 

PROMETHEUS. 

O Epimetheus I Is it then in vain 

That I have warned thee ? Let me now implore. 

Thou harborest in «thy house a dangerous guest. 
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EFIMETHEUS. 

Whom the Gods love they honor with such guests. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Whom the Gods would destroy they first make mad. 

EFIMETHEUS. 

Shall I refuse the gifts they send to me ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Reject all gifts tliat come from higher powers. 

EFIMETHEUS. 

Such gifts as this are not to be rejected. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Make not thyself the slave of any woman. 

EFIMETHEUS. 

Make not thyself the judge of any man. 

PROMETHEUS. 

I judge thee not ; for thou art more than man ; 
Thou art descended from Titanic race, 
And hast a Titan's strength and faculties 
That make thee godlike ; and thou sittest here 
Like Heracles spinning Omphale's flax, 
And beaten witli her sandals. 

EFIMETHEUS. 

O my brother I 
Thou drivest me to madness with thy taunts. 
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PROMETHEUS. 

And me thou drivest to madness with thy follies. 

Come with me to my tower on Caucasus : 

See there my forges in the roaring caverns, 

Ifeneficent to man, and taste the joy 

That springs from labor. Kead with me the stars, 

And learn the virtues that lie hidden in plants. 

And all things that are useful. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

O my brother ! 
I am not as thou art. Thou dost inherit 
Our father's strength, and I our mother's weak- 
ness: 
The softness of the Oceanides, 
The yielding nature that cannot resist. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Because thou wilt not. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Nay ; because I cannot. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Assert thyself ; rise up to thy full height ; 
Shake from thy soul these dreams effeminate. 
These passions bom of indolence and ease. 
Resolve, and thou art free. But breathe the air 
Of mountains, and their unapproachable sum- 

mits 
Will lift thee to the level of themselves. 
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EFOCETHEUS. 

The roar of forests and of waterfalls. 
The rushing of a mighty wind, with loud 
And ondistingoishable voices calling, 
Are in my ear ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Oh, listen and obey. 

EPMZTHEUS. 

Thou leadest me as a child. I follow thee. 

They gocmL 
CHORUS OF O&EADES. 

Centuries old are the mountains ; 
Their foreheads wrinkled and rifted 
Helios crowns by day, 
Pallid Selene by night ; 
From their bosoms nptossed 
The snows are driven and drifted. 
Like Tithonus' beard 
Streaming dishevelled and white. 

Thunder and tempest of wind 
Their trumpets blow in the vastness \ 
Phantoms of mist and rain. 
Cloud and the shadow of cloud, 
Pass and repass by the gates 
Of their inaccessible fastness ; 
Ever unmoved they stand. 
Solemn, eternal, and proud. 



TXE MiSQCZ or FASBOKA 



i.ii«i,i»,ii inii II, 
Til iHii^j ■!■ ■! 

TWnpcta 



SsT, lave dtt M^d rodks 
Into streams of alf^ bna —*H*^, > 
Flowing ovff the phms, 
S prea Jnffi to Iskes in *!»» fidds? 
Or have tlie monntaiiis, tlie gianlSt 
The MeJiefaMd, Ote tansthdtei, 
Srattetvd tbesr anns abroad ; 
Flong in the meadows titeir slueUsfj 

Tonrzs or the wiswi. 
Higli on thor tnireted cliffs 
Tliat bolts of thtmder liatne shattered. 
Storm-winds muster and blow 
Trumpets of terrible breatb : 
Then from the gateways rash. 
And before them routed and scattered 
Sullen the cloud-rack flies, 
Pale with the pallor of death. 

Onward the hurricane rides. 

And flee for shelter the shepherds ; 

White are the frightened leaves. 
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Harvests with terror are wliite ; 
Panic seizes tLe herds, 
And even the lions and leopards, 
Prowling no longer for prey, 
Crouch in theij- caverna with fright. 

VOICES OF TOfi FORESTS. 

Guarding the mountains around 
Majestic the forests are standing. 
Bright are their crested helms, 
Dark is their amtor of leaves ; 
Filled with the breath of freedom 
Each bosom subsiding, expanding, 
Now like the ocean sinks. 
Now like the ocean upheaves. 

Planted firm on the rock. 
With foreheads stern and defiant, 
Loud they shout to the winds. 
Loud to the tempest they call ; 
Naught but Olympian tbundei-s, 
That hlast^^'d Titan and Giaut. 
Them can uproot and o'erthrow, 
Shaking the eartli with their fall. 

CHORUS OF OREADES. 

These are the Voices Three 

Of winds and forests and fountains, 

Vofees of earth and of air. 

Murrosr and rushing of streams. 

Making togetlier one sound. 

The naysterious voice of the mountains. 

Waking the sluggard that sleeps, 

Waking the dreamer of dreams. 



170 THE MASQUE OF PANDORA 

These are the Voices Three, 
That speak of endless endeavor, 
Speak of endurance and strength, 
Triumph and fulness of fame. 
Sounding about the world, 
All inspiration forever, 
Stiiring the hearts of men. 
Shaping their end and their aim, 

VII. 

THE HOUSE OF EPIMETHEU8. 



Left to myself I wander as I will. 
And as my fancy leads me, through this house. 
Nop could I ask a dwelling more complete 
Were I indeed the Goddess that he deems me, 
No mansion of Olympus, framed to be 
The habitation of the Immortal Gods, 
Can be more beautiful. And this is mine, 
And more than this, the love wherewith he 

As if impelled by powers invisible 
And irresistible, ray steps retnm 
Unto this spacious hall. All eorridora 
And passages lead hither, and all doors 
But open into it. Yon mysterious chest 
Attracts and fascinates me. Would I knew 
What there lies hidden I But the oracle 
Forbids. Ah me ! The secret then is safe. 
So would it be if it were in my keeping. 
A crowd of shadowy faces from the mirrors 
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That line tiieae walls are watcliiiig nie. I dare 

not 
Lift up the lid. A hundred times the act 
Would be repeated, and the secret seen 
By twice a hundred iacorporeal eyes. 

She aalks to Ihe other tide of the Antf. 

My feet are weary, wandering to and fro, 

My eyea with seeing and my heart with wait- 

1 will lie here and rest till he returns, 
Who is my dawn, my day, my Helios. 

Tiroaii hrrself upon a coHch. anil /alls asleep. 
ZEPHYKUS. 

Come from thy caverns dark and deep, 
O son of Ercbua and Night ; 
All sense of hearing and of eight 
Enfold in the sereue delight 
And quietude of sleep! 

Set all thy silent sentinels 
To l>ar and guard the Ivory Gate, 
And keep the evil dreams of fate 
And falsehood and infernal hats 
Imprisoned in their cells. 

But open wide the Gate of Horn, 
Whoni-e, beautiful as planets, rise 
The dreams of truth, with starry eyes. 
And all the wondrous prophecieB 
And visions of the mom. 
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OF DREAMS FROM THE n'ORY GATE. 

Ye sentinels of sleep. 

It 18 in vain ye keep 
Your drowsy watch before the Ivory Gate ; 

Though closed the portal seems, 

The airy feet of dreams 
Ye cannot thus in walla incarcerate. 

We phantoms are and dreams 

Born by Tartarean streams, 
As ministers of the infernal powers ; 

O son o£ Erebus 

And Night, iMjhold I we thus 
Elude your watchful warders on tlic towei'S 

From gloomy Tartarus 

The Fates have summoned us 
To whisper in her ear, who Hea asleep, 

A tale to faji the fire 

Of her insane desire 
To know a secret that the Gods would keep. 

This passion, in their ire, 
The Gods themselves inspire, 

To vex mankind with evils manifold, 
So that disease and pain 
O'er the whole earth may reign, 

And nevermore return tlie Age of Gold. 



4. (aakinff). 

A voice said in my sleep : " Do not delay : 
Do not delay ; the golden moments fly ! 
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Tlie oracle hath forbidden ; yet not thee 
Doth it forbid, but Epimetheus only ! " 
I am alone. Theite faces in the mirroi's 
Are but the shadows and jthantoms of myself ; 
They cannot helj) nor hinder. No one sees me. 
Save tJie all-seeing Gods, who, knowing good 
And knowing evil, have created me 
Such as I am, and filled me with desire 
Of knowing good and evil like themselves. 

She apjiToachti the citsl. 

I hesitate no longer. Weal or woe, 

Or life or death, the moment shall decide. 

She lifts (A* tid. A (/ewe mia! riKt from ihe cheat, and JiUa tha 
room. Fakdoiu faiU aaad&as en the^oor. Storm tedhout. 

OP DREAMS FUOM THE GATE OF HOB^f. 

Yes, the moment shall decide ! 
It already hath decided ; 
And the secret once confided 
To tha keeping of the Titan 
Now is flying far and wide. 
Whispered, Ijold on every side, 
To disquiet and to frighten. 

Fever of the heart and br^n, 
Sorrow, pestilence, and pain, 
Aloans of anguish, maniac laughter, 
All the evils that hereafter 
Shall afflict and vex mankind, 
All into the air have risen 
From the chamWrs of tlieir prison j 
Only Hope remains behind. 
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VIII. 

IN THE GARDEN. 



The atonn is past, but it hath left l)ehind it 

Kuin and desolation. All the walks 

Are strewn with shattered boughs ; the birds ara 1 

silent ; 
The flowers, downtrodden by the wind, lie dead ; 
The swollen rivulet sobs with secret pain ; 
The melancholy reeda whisper together 
As if some dreadful deed had been committed 
They dare not name, and all the air is heavy 
With an unspoken sonow I Premonitions, 
Foreshadowiugs of some terrible disaster 
Oppress my heart. Ye Gods, avert the omen ! 

FAlflxmA, coming fram the hoase. 

O Epinietheus, I no longer dare 

To lift mine eyes to thine, nor hear thy voice, 

Being no longer worthy of tiij love. 

EriMETHEue. 
What hast thou done ? 

PANDORA. 

Forgive me not, but kill me. J 

EPIMETHE08. 

What hast thou done ? 

P'AHTJORA. 

I pray for death, not pardon, J 
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EPIMETHEUS. 

What hast thou done ? 

PANDORA. 

I dare not speak of it. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Thy pallor and thy silence terrify me ! 

PANDORA. 

I have brought wrath and ruin on thy house ! 
My heart hath braved the oracle that guarded 
The fatal secret from us, and my hand 
Lifted the lid of the mysterious chest ! 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Then all is lost ! I am indeed undone. 

PANDORA. 

I pray for punishment, and not for pardon. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Mine is the fault, not thine. On me shall fall 

The vengeance of the Gods, for I betrayed 

Their secret when, in evil hour, I said 

It was a secret ; when, in evil hour, 

I left thee here alone to this temptation. 

Why did I leave thee ? 

PANDORA. 

Why didst thou return ? 
Eternal absence would have been to me 
The greatest punishment. To be left alone 



176 THE MASQUE OF PANDORA 

And face to face with my own crime, had been 
Just retribution. Upon me, ye Gods, 
Let all your vengeance fall I 

EPIMETHEUS. 

On thee and me. 
I do not love thee less for what is done, 
And cannot be undone. Thy very weakness 
Hath brought thee nearer to me, and henceforth 
My love will have a sense of pity in it. 
Making it less a worship than before. 

PANDORA. 

Pity me not ; pity is degradation. 
Love me and kill me. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Beautiful Pandora ! 
Thou art a Goddess still ! 

PANDORA. 

I am a woman ; 
And the insurgent demon in my nature. 
That made me brave the oracle, revolts 
At pity and compassion. Let me die ; 
What else remains for me ? 




EPIMETl 

Youth, hope, and love : 
To build a new life on a ruined life. 
To make the future fairer than the past, 
And make the past appear a troubled df eam. 
Even now in passing through the garden walks 



THE MASQUE OF PANDORA 

Upon the ground I saw a fallen nest 
Ruined and full of rain ; and over tan 
Beheld the nncomplaining blnls already 
Bu^y in building a new habitation. 



Auspicious omen 1 

EPnUETHEUS. 

May the Eunienides 
Put out their torches and behold us not, 
And fling away their whips of scorpions 
And touch us not. 

PAKDORA. 

Me let them pumsh. 
Only through punishment of our evil deeds. 
Only through suffering, are we reconciled 
To the immortal Gods and to ourselves. 

CHORUS OP THR EUMtlNtDES. 

Never ^ball souls like these 

Escape the Eumenides, 
The daughters dark of Adieron and Night! 

Un quenched our torches glare, 

Our scourges in the air 
Bend forth prophetic sounds before they smite. 

Never by lapse of time 

The soul defaotd by crime 
Inti< its former sc^lf i-etiiniB again ; 

For every guilty deed 

Holds in itself the seed 
Of retribution and undying [miu. 
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Never shall be the loss 

Restored, till Helios 
Hath purified them with his heavenly fires ; 

Then what was lost is won, 

And the new life begun, 
Kindled with nobler passions and desires. 



THE HANGING OP THE CEANE 

"One morning in the npnne of ISf.T," writes Mr, T. B. 
Aldriuli, " Mr. Lon^ellow oame to tLe little liume iu Pincknej 
Street, [BostoD,] where we had set np hougekeeping in iJie light 
of our honeymoop. As we lingered a moment at the dining-rooin 
door, Mr. Longfellow taming to me siiid, ' Ah, Mr. Aldrieh, 
your Hmal] round t^ble will not always he oloeed. By nud by 
you will find uew young fnoes clastanDg about it ; bb yeum goon, 
iuaf after leaf will be added until the time conitawhea the young 
goesla will take flight, oue by one, to build uesta of their owu 
elsewhere. Orodiially Che Ions table will shriuk to a aircle again, 
leaving two eld people sitting there alone ti^ether. This is the 
sturr of life, the sweet and patbetio poem of the firedde. Make 
an idyl of it. I give the idea to you.' Several months afterwnrd. 
I received ■ note from Mr. Longfellow iu which he expresssd a 
desire to ami this nalif iu cose I had done nothing in the matter. 
The theme was one peouliorly Bd;Lpted to his sympathetie han- 
dling, and out of it grew Tilt Hanging oftki Crunr." Jnat when 
tlie poem was written does not appear, but its Hrst publication 
was in Che Ne<e York Ledger, March 28, JgT-l, Mr. Longfellow's 
old friend, Mr. Sam. Word, hod h?ard tile piwnL, und olTered Ii> 
secure it for Mr. Robert Bomier, tlie proprinlor ol the Lti/jkt, 
" louulied," as lie wrote to Mr. Longfellow, " by yonr hluilneai 

to poor , and liaonted by the idea of iiua^asing handsumely 

your noble charity fuud." Mr, Bomier paid (lie |ioul tiie aum of 
three UiODUUid iloUan fur thin poein. 

I. 

The l!g1its are out, and gone are all tlie giiesta 
That thronging eaiue with lucrrimeut ami jesta 

To celebrate tho Hanging of the Crane 
In tht) ni!W house, — into the night are gone ; 
Hut Btill the fii-e ujton the hearth burns on. 
And I uluno rtrmain. 
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O fortunate, O liappy day. 
When a new household finds iis plaeo 
Ainoug the myiiatl homes of emrth. 
Like a now star just sprung to bii'tb. 
And rolled on its harmonious way 
Into the boundless realius of space 1 

So said the gnests in speech and song. 
As in the chimney, burning bright, 
We hung the iron crane to-night, 
And merry waa the feast and long. 



And now I sit and muse on what may be, 
And in my vision see, or seem to see, 

Through floating vapora interfused with light, 
Shapes indeterminate, that gleam and fade, 
As shadows passing into deeper shade 
Sink and elude the sight. 

For two alone, there in the hall. 

Is spread the table round and small j , 

Upon the polished silver shine I 

The evening lamps, but, more divine. 

The light of love shines over all ; 

Of love, that says not mine and thine, 

But ours, for ours is thine and mine. 

They want no guests, to come between 
Their tender glances like a screen. 
And tell them tales of laud and sea. 
And whatsoever may betide 
The great, forgotten world outside J 
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They wa.nt iio guests ; tliey need^ must lie 
Each other'a own best company. 



The picture fatles ; as at a vilh^ fair 
A showinnn's vifws, dissolving into air, 

Agnin appear tranaftgurcid on the screen. 
So in my fancy this ; and now once more, 
In part trausfigureil, througli the open door 
Appears the selfsame scene. 

Seated, I seo tlie two again. 
But nut nlone ; tjiey entertain 
A little angel unaware, 
With face as round as is the moon, 
A royal guest with Haiceu hair, 
Who, thi-oned u|>on his Infty chair. 
Drums on the tabic witli his sjwon. 
Then drops it earulees on the fluur. 
To grasp at things unseen hefore. 



Are tiiese celestial niannera ? these 
TliB ways that win, the arts that please ? 
Ab yes ; consider well tlie guest. 
And whatsoe'er he does seems hest; 
He ruleth by the right divine 
Of helplessness, so lately horu 
In purple chambers nf Uie mom. 
As wtverei^ over theo and thine. 
He sjteakcth not ; and yet there lies 
A couversation in bis eyes ; 

Idea silenne of the Greek, 
I wisdom of the wise. 
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Not spoken in langnage, but in looks 
More legible than printcti books. 
As M be could but would not speak. 
And now, O monarch absolute. 
Thy power is put to proof ; for, lo t 
Resistless, fathomless, and fllow, 
The nurse oomes rustling like the sea. 
And pushes back tby chair and thee, 
And so good night to King Canute. 



As one who walking in a forest sees 

A lovely ]aud9cai>e through the parted trees. 

Then sees it not, for boughs that intervene ; 
Or as ne see the moon sometimes revealed 
Through drifting clouds, and then again conceaht'i. 
So I behold the scene. 

There are two guests at table now ; 
The king, deposed and older grown. 
No longer occupies the throne, — 
The crown is on his sister's brow ; 
A Princess from Uie Fairy Isles, 
The very pattern girl of girls, 
All covered and embowered in curls. 
Rose-tinted from the Isle of Flowers, 
And sailing witli soft, silken smia 
From far-off Dreamland into onrs. 
Above their bowls with rims of blue 
Four azure eyes of deeper hue 
Are looking, dreamy with delight ; 
Limpid as planets that emct^e 
Above the ocean's rounded verge. 
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Soft- shining through the stininier night. 
Steadfast they gaze, yet nothing see 
Beyond the horizon of their bowls ; 
Not- cai'e they for the world that rolls 
With all its freight of troubled souls 
Into the days that are to be. 



Again the tossing boughs shut out the scene, 
Again tlie drifting vajKira intervene. 

And the moon's pallid disk is liidden quite 
And now I see the table wider grown, 
As round a pebble into water thrown 
Dilates a ring of light. 

I see the table wider grown, 

1 see it garlanded with guests. 

As if fair Ariadne's Crown 

Out of the sky had fallen down ; 

Maidens within whose t«iulcr breasts 

A thousand restless hopes Hiltl fears. 

Forth reaching to the coming years, 

Flutter awhile, then quiet lie. 

Like timid birds that fain would fly. 

But do not dare to leave their nests ; — 

And youths, who in their strength elato 

C^liitUenge the van and f i;ont of fate, 

Kager as champions to be 

111 the divine Uiiight-errantry 

Of youth, that travels sea and land 

Seeking adventures, or pnrsues, 

Through cities, and through solitudes 

Fr«iuented by the lyric Muse, 
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The phantom with the beckoning hand. 
That still allures aud ettU eludes, 
O sweet illusions of the brain ! 
O auddea thrills of fire and frost 1 
The world is bright while ye remain, 
And dark and dead when ye are lost I 



The meadow-brook, that seemeth to stand still, 
Quickens its current as it nears the mill ; 

And so the stream of Time that lingereth 
In level places, and so dull appears, 
Uims with a swifter current !is it nears 
The gloomy mills of Death. 

And now, like the magician's scroll. 

That in the owner's keeping shrinks 

With every wish he speaks or thinks, 

Till the last wish oonsumes the whole. 

The table dwindles, and again 

I see the two alone remain. 

The crown of stars is broken in parts ; 

Its jewels, brighter than the day. 

Have one by one been stolen away 

To shine in other homes and hearts. 

One is a wanderer now afar 

In Ceylon or in Zanzibar, 

Or sunny regions of Cathay ; 

And one is in the boisteiwus camp 

Mid clink of arms and horses' tramp. 

And battle's terrible array. 

I see the patient mother read, 

With aching heart, of wrecks that float 
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Disabled on those seas remote. 
Or of some great heroic deed 
On battle-fields, where thousands bleed 
To lift one hero into fame. 
Anxious she bends her graoefnl head 
AiKJve these chroniules of pain, 
And trembles with a secret dread 
Lest there among the drowned or slain 
She find the one beloved name. 



After a day of cloud and wind and rain 
Sometimes the setting sun breaks out c^aiu, 

And, touching all the darksome woods with light, 
Smiles on the fields, until they laugh and sing, 
Then like a ruby from the horizon's ring 
Drops down into the uight. 

What see I now ? The night is fair. 

The storm of grief, the clouds of oare. 

The wind, the rain, have passed away ; 

The lamps are lit, tlie tires burn bright. 

The house is full of life and light - 

It is the Golden Wedding day. 

The guests come thi-onging in once more. 

Quick footsteps snimd along the flcnir, 

The trooping childnm crowd the stair, 

And in and out and everywhere 

Flashes along the corridor 

The sunshine of their golden hair. 

On the round talile in the hall 

Another Ariadne's Crown 

Out of the aky hath isHUn down ; 
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More than one Monarch of the Moon 
Is drumming with his silver spoon ; 
The light of love shines over all. 

O fortunate, O happy day ! 
The people sing, the people say. 
The ancient bridegroom and the bride. 
Smiling contented and serene 
Upon the blithe, bewildering scene, 
Behold, well pleased, on every side 
Their forms and features multiplied. 
As the reflection of a light 
Between two burnished mirrors gleams, 
Or lamps upon a bridge at night 
Stretch on and on before the sight. 
Till the long vista endless seems. 



MORITURI SALUTAMUS 

POEM FOR THE FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY 

OF THE CLASS OF 1825 IN BOWDOIN 

COLLEGE. 

THmporn labnatnr, tociliiqiie BeneHcimua annis, 
El fnginnt freno non remonuite dius. 

Ovid, Faaiomm, Lib. ti. 

In October, 1874, Mr. Longfellon- was urged to -writa n |iiwni 
for the Gftietli umivennr; of the {;rBdiiiiti[in of liis caUeg;e olaus 
to be hald the oeit sniiuuer. At fint he said ttutt he could nut 
write the poem, so stenio was lie from oocAaiotuil jkwiub, but u 
■udden thought Beenu to have struuk liitu, very likely upon sell- 
ing a representation of Oernme'a [bidods picturo, raid ten days 
lut«r he Dgtos in hU diary tJiat he had Gniahed the writing. Ho 
not only wnrt« the poein, but vbst was a rare aot with hiio, nod 
it before the audience pithered in the churoh at Bmnswiok on 
the ooeanon at the anniverBary. Ue expressed hia relief when lis 
found that he coiild read his poem froni tJie pulpit, and Hud, 
"Letmeouvvr iDysulf aa much oa poasihle i 1 wish It might be 

" O C.EBAK, we who are almut to die 
Salute you 1 " was the gladiators' cry 
lu the ai'ena, standing fiice to faco 
With death and with the Roman poptilace. 

{) ye familiar sccih^s, — yc groves of juiii-, 
Tlmt once were mine and are no longer mine, — 
Thou river, widfniDg Uirongh the meadows green 
To the vast sea, so near aiiil yet unseen, — 
Yo haUs, in whose seclusion and reposo 
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Phantoms o£ fame, like exhalatious, rose 
Aiid vanished, — we who are about to die, 
Salute you ; earth and air aud sea and sky, 
And the Imperial Sun that scatters down 
His sovereign splendors upon grove and town. 

Ye do not answer us ! ye do not hearl 
We are forgotten ; and in your austere 
And calm indifference, ye little care 
Whether we come or go, or whence or where. 
What passing generations fill these halls, 
What passing voices echo from these walls, 
Ye heed not ; we ate only as the blast, 
A moment heard, and then forever past. 

Kot so the teachers who in earlier days 
Led our bewildered feet through learning's maze ; 
They answer us — alasl what have 1 said? 
What greetings come there from the voiceless 

dead ? 
What salutation, welcome, or reply? 
What pressure from the hands that lifeless He ? 
They are no longer here ; tliey all are gone 
Into the land of shadows, — all save one- 
Honor and reverence, and the good repute 
That follows faithful service as its fruit, 
lie unto him, whom living we salute. 

The great Italian poet, when he made 
His dreadfid journey to the realms of shade, 
Met there the old instructor of his youtli, 
And cried in tones of pity and of ruth: 
" Oh, never from the memory of my heart 
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Your Jeai', paternal image shall depart, 
Who while oh earth, ei-e yet by death surprised, 
Taught me how mortals ai-e immortalized ; 
How grateful am I for that patient oare 
All my life long my language shall deelare," 

To-day we make the poet's words our owu, 

And utter them in plaintive undertone ; 

Kor to the living only Ijo they said. 

But to the other livingcalled the dead, 

M'hoae dear, paternal images appear 

Not wi-apped in gloom, but robed in suushiue here 

Whose simple lives, complete and without flaw, 

Wore part and parcel of gi-eat Nature's law ; 

Who said not to their Lord, as if afraid, 

" Here is thy Uilent in a napkin laid," 

But labored in tlieir sphere, as men who live 

In the delight that work alono cau give. 

Peace be to ihcni ; eternal peace and rest, 

And the fuH'dmejit of the great behest: 

" Ye have been faithful ovt-r n few things, 

Over ton cities shall ye icign as kings." 



And ye who fill the places wo once filled, 
And follow in the fuiTows that we tilled. 
Young men, wbuse generous hearts are beatiii;; 

high, 
Wf who sire old, and are alKnit to die. 
Salute you ; hail you ; take your hands in ours, 
A ud crowu you with our welcome as with flowers ! 

How beautiful is youth \ how bright it gleams 
With iu illusions, aspirations, dreams I 
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Book of Beginnings, Story without End, 
• Kach maid a heroine, and eaxsh man h, friend 1 
Aladdin's Lamp, and Fortimatus' Pm-He, 
That holds the troaaures of the universe ! 
Ail possibilities are in Its hand::. 
No danger daunts it, and no foe withstands ; 
In its sublime audaoitj of faith, 
" Be thou removed I " it to the mountain saitb, 
And with ambitious feet, secure and proud, 
Ascends the ladder leaning on the cloud ! 

As ancient Priam at the Scsean gate 

Sat on tbe walls of Troy in i-egal state 

With the old men, too old anil weak to fight. 

Chirping like grasshoppers in their delight 

To see the embattled hosts, with spear and shield, 

Of Trojans and Achaians in the field ; 

So from the snowy summits of our years 

Wo see you in the plain, as each appears. 

And questdon of you ; asking, " Who is he 

That towers above the others ? Which may be 

Atreides, Menelaus, Odysseus, 

Ajax the great, or bold Idomeneus ? " 

Let him not boast who puts his armor on 
As he who puts it off, the battle done. 
Study yourselves ; and most of all note well 
Wherein kind Nature meant you to excel- 
Not every blossom ripens into fruit ; 
Minerva, the inventress of llie flute. 
Flung it aside, when she her face surveyed 
Distorted in a fountain as she played ; 
The unlucky Marsyas found it, and his fate 
Was one to make the bravest hesitate. 
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Write on yoiu- doors the saying wise and old, 
'■ Be bold ! be bold ! " and everywhere, " Be bold ; 
Be not too bold 1 " Yet better the excess 
Than the defect j better the more than less ; 
Ik'tter like Hector in the field to die, 
Than like a perfumed Paris turn and fly. 

And now, my classmates ; ye remaining few 
That number not the half of those wc knew. 
Ye, against whose familiar names not yet 
The fatal asterisk of death is set, 
Ye I salute ! The horologe of Time 
Strikes the half-century with a solemn chime, 
And summons ua together once again, 
XThe joy of meeting not umnised with pain. ) 

Where are the others ? Voices from the deep 

( 'avcms of darkness answer roe : " They sleep ! " 

1 name no names ; iastinctively I feel 

Kacb at some well-remembered grave will kneel, 

And from the inscription wijie the weeds and moss. 

For every heart best knoweth its own loss. 

I see their scattered gravestones gleaming white 

Tlirough the piile dusk of the impending night ; 

U'er ail alike the impartial simsct throws 

Its golden lilicB mingh-d with the rose; 

We give to wwih a t^-ndcr thought, and pass 

Out of the graVRyarila with tlieir tangled grass, 

I'nto tbejie scones frofjiiented by our feet 

When we wcru young, and life was fresh and sweet, 



What shall I Bay to you ? Wniat can 1 say 
ll.ltrr than silince is? When I survey 
Thia throqg of Jumw tttHWd to meet my own. 
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FrientUy and fair, and jet to me unknown. 
Transformed tbe very landscsipe seems to be ; 
It is the same, yet not the same to me. 
So many memories crowd upon my brain. 
So many ghosts are in tbe wooded plain, 
I fain would steal away, with noiseless tread. 
As from a hoiise where some one lieth dvad. 
1 cannot go; — I paase j — I hesitate ; 
My feet reluctant linger at the gate ; 
As one who struggles in a trouliled dream 
To speak and cannot, to myself I seem. 

Vanish the dream ! Vanish the idle fears'. 
Vanish the rolling miats of fifty years ! 
Whatever time or space may intervene, 
I will not be a stranger in tins scene. 
Here every doubt, all indecision, ends ; 
Hail, my companions, comrades, classmates, 
fiiends ! 

Ah me 1 the fifty years since last we met 
Seem to me fifty folios bound and set 
By Time, the great transcriber, on his shelves, 
Wherein are written the histories of ourselves. 
What tragedies, what comedies, are there ; 
What joy and grief, what rapture and despair 1 
^Vhat chronicles of triumph and defeat, 
Of struggle, and temptation, and retreat ! 
What records of regrets, and doubts, and fears I 
What pages blotted, blistered by our tears ! 
What lovely landscapes on the margin shine, 
What sweet, ungelie faces, what divine 
And holy images of love and trust, 
Undimmed by age, unsoiled by ilamp or dust ! 



MOllITVm SALUTAMUS 193 

Whose hand shall dare to open and explore 
These volumes, closed and clasped forevermore ? 
Not mine. With ruverential feet I pass ; 
I hear a voice that cries, " Alas ! alas t 
Whatever hath been written shall remain, 
Nor be erased nor written o'er again : 
The unwritten only still belongs to thee ; 
Take heed, and pontler well what that shall be." 

As cliildren frightened by a thunder-cloud 

Are reassured if some one reads aloud 

A tale of wonder, with enchantment fraught. 

Or wild adventure, that diverts their thought, 

Let me endeavor with a tale to chase 

The gathering shadows of the time and place. 

And b:ini3h what we all too deeply feel 

Wholly to say, or wholly to couceaL 

In tnecfi^val llouie, I know not where. 

There stood an image with ita arm in air. 

And on its lifted finger, shining clear, 

A golden ring with the device, *• Sti-ike here ! " 

Greatly llic people wondonxl, though none gnesseil 

The meaning tJiat these words but half expressed, 

Uutil a learned clerk, who at noonday 

W'ith downcast eyes was pasaing on bin way, 

I'liuwd, and uLisorvoil the spot, and marked it well, 

Wliereon the shallow of the finger fell ; 

And, coming ba4-k at midnight, delved, and found 

A secret stairway leading imderground, 

Down this he ]ia.ssed into a npacious hall, 

Lit by a flaming jewel on the wall ; 

And opi>ositc, in threatening attitude. 
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With bow ami uhaft a brazen statue stood. 

Upoii its foreheiu], like a. coronet. 

Were these inyBterioiis words of menace set : 

" Tliat which I aiii, I am ; my fatal aim 

None can escape, not even yon luminous flame ! " 

Midway the hall vm a fair table plaeed. 
With cloth of gold, and golden cups enchased 
With rubies, and the plates and knives were gold, 
And gold the bread and viands manifold. 
Around it, silent, motionless, and sad. 
Were seated gallant knights in armor clad, 
And ladies beautiful with plume and zone, 
But tliey were stone, tlieir hearts within were 

stone; 
And the vast lialJ was filled in every part 
With silent crowds, stony in face and heart. 

Long at the scene, bewildered and amazed 

The trembling clerk in speecldess wonder gazed ; 

Then from tlie table, by his greed made bold, 

Ue seized a goblet and a knife of gold. 

And suddenly from their seats the guests upspiang. 

The vaulted ceiling with loud clamors rang, 

The archer sped his arrow, at their call. 

Shattering the lambent jewel on the wall, 

And all was dark around and overhead ; — 

Stark on the floor the luckless clerk lay dead 1 

The writer of this legend then reronls 

Its ghostly application in these woi-ds : 

The image is the Adversary old, 

Whose beckoning finger points to realms of gcdd ; 

Our lusts and passions are the dowawai-d stair 
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That leads the soul from a diviner air ; 

Tbe archer, Death ; the fiaming jewel, Life ; 

Teri'eatrial goods, the goblt-'t and the knife ; 

The knights and latlies, all whose flesh and hone 

By avarice have been hardened into stoue ; 
/ The clerk, the achular whom the love of pcif 
VTempta from hie books and fi-om hia nohler self. 

The scholar and the world ! The endless strife. 

The discord in the harmonies of life I 

The love of learning, the sequestered nooks, 

And all the sweet serenity of books ; 

The maiket-place, the eager love of gain, 

Whose aim is vanity, and whose end is pain T 

But why, you ask me, should this tale he told 
To Mien grown old, or who are growing old ? 
It is too late I Ah, nothing is too late 
Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate. 
Cato learned Greek at eighty ; Sophocles 
Wrote his giand CEdipus, and Simonides 
Bore off tbe prize of verse from his compeers, 
Wlien eaeh had numbered more than fuurscoro 

years. 
And Theophrastus, at fourscore and ten, 
Had but begim his " Chaiwters of Men." 
Chaucer, at Woodstock with tbe nightingales. 
At sixty wrote the Canterbury Tales; 
Goethe at Weimar, toiling to tlie last, 
C<inipletcd Faust when eighty years were past. 
Thi>8e are indeed exceptions ; but tliey show 
How far the gulf-stream of our youUi may flow 
Into the aretie regions of utir lives, 

a life ilwlf survives. 




19G 



UOPJTUR} SALUTAUVS 



A» tb« InniDieter fcnvtvUs tJie xUinn 
Mt'liik itill the skies are clear, dw « 
So something id ns, m old age dmws near, 
IVtr>Ts the prvHsare of the atsKopbere. 
The uimble mercury, ere ve are iware, 
I>eAc«D<lB the ehutic hulder wf the air; 
The U'llUle liLoofl in artery and vein 
8iulu from its higher lereU in the brain ; 
Whatever poet, orator, or sagu 
May nay uf it, vAA a^e b btiU oUl age. 
It ia the wauiug, uot the crescent moon ; 
Thv dusk u[ evening, not the blaze of noon; 
It is uot Htrengtb, but weakness; not desire, 
But its BurceaAe ; not the fierce beat of fire, 
Tho burning and eonKuming element. 
But that of ashe'g and of embers spent, 
In which some living sparks we still discern. 
Enough to wanii, but not enough to burn. 



What tliBD ? Sliall we sit idly down and say 
1'hi; night hath come ; it ia no longer day ? 
Tlie night hath not 3'et come ; we are not quite 
Cut off f i-om labor by the failing light ; 
SoTiicthtng remains for us to do or dare ; 
Kven tlie oldest tree some fruit may bear ; 
Not (Edipus Coloneus, or Greek Ode, 
Or talcs of pilgrims that one uioruiug rode 
Out of the gateway of the Taburtl Inn, 
Jlut other something, would we but begin ; 
]<\ir i4;e is oppoitunity no less 
Than yuutli itstlf, though in another dress, 
And as the evening twilight fades away 
Tlic shy is (illcd with stars, invisible by day. 



A BOOK OF SONNETS 

THEEE FRIENDS OF MINE. 

I. 

Written September 5, 1874. 

When I remember them, those friends of mine, 
Who are no longer here, the noble three, 
Who half my life were more than friends to me, 
And wliose discourse was like a generous wine, 

I most of all remember the divine 

Something, that shone in them, and made us see 
The archetypal man, and what might be 
The amplitude of Nature's fii^t design. 

In vain I stretch my liands to clasp their hands ; 
I cannot find them. Nothing now is left 
But a majestic memory. They meanwhile 

Wander together in Elysian lands, 

Perchance I'emembering me, who am bereft 
Of their dear presence, and, remembering, smile. 

II. 

Written at Nahant, September 0, 1874. 

In Attica thy bii*thplace should have been. 
Or the Ionian Isles, or where the seas 
Encircle in their arms the Cyclades, 
So .wholly (ireek wast thou in tliy serene 
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And childlike joy of life, O PLilbellene I 

Arouud thee would have swai-med the Attic 

bees; 
Ilomer had been thy friend, or Socrates, 
And Plato welcomed thee to his demesne. 

For thee old legends breathed historic breath ; 
Thou sawest Poseidon in the purple sea. 
And in the sunset Jason's fleece of gold I 

Oh, what hadst thou to do with cmel Death, 
Who wast so full of life, or Death with thee. 
That thou shouldst die before thou hadst gi'ov^Ti 
old! 

ni. 

I stand again on the familiar shore. 

And hear the waves of the distrar»ted sea 
Piteously calling and lamenting thee. 
And waiting restless at thy cottage door. 

The rocks, the sea-weed on the ocean floor. 
The willows in the meadow, and the free 
Wild winds of the Atlantic welcome me ; 
Then why shouldst thou be dead, and come no 
more? 

Ah, why shouldst thou be dead, when common men 
Are busy with their trivial affairs. 
Having and holding ? Why, when thou hadst 
read 

Nature's mysterious manuscript, and then 
Wast ready to reveal the truth it bears. 
Why art thou silent? Why shouldst thou be 
dead? 
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River, titat stealest with such silent paoe 
Around the City of the Dead, where lies 
A friend who bore thy name, and whom these 

eyes 
Shall see no more in his accustomed plaoe, 

Linger and fold hint in thy soft embrace, 

And say good night, for now the western skies 
Are red with sunset, and gray mists arise 
Like damps that gather on a dead man's face. 

Good night I good night I as we so oft have said 
Beneath this roof at midnight, in the days 
That are no moi-e, and ahall no more rehnu. 

Thou hast but taken thy lamp and gone to bed ; 
I stay a little longer, as one stays 
To uovtr up the umbers that still bum. 



Written Jimo r,, lS-74. 

Tlie doors are ail wide open ; at the gate 
The blossomed lilaes counterfeit a bhize. 
And seem to warm the air ; a dreamy haze 
Hangs o'er the Brighton meadows like a fiito, 

And on ihoir margin, with sea-tides elati-. 
The flooded Charles, as in tlie happier days, 
W'riti's tlto last letter o£ his name, and stays, 
His rcstlesti steps, as if compelled to wait. 

I also wait ; but they will come no more. 

Those friends of mine, whose presence satisHed 



200 A BOOK OF soNNiyrs 

The thirst and hunger of my heart. Ah me ! 
They have forgotten the pathway to my door ! 
Something is gone from nature since they died, 
And summer is not summer, nor can be. 



CHAUCER. 

An old man in a lodge within a park ; 
The chamber walls depicted all around 
With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and 

hound. 
And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark. 

Whose song comes with the simshine through the 
dark 
Of painted glass in leaden lattice bound ; 
He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound, 
Then writeth in a, book like any clerk. 

He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote 
The Canterbury Tales, and his old age 
Made beautiful with song ; and as I read 

I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note 
Of lark and linnet, and from every page 
Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery mead. 

SHAKESPEARE. 

A VISION as of crowded city streets, 
With human life in endless overflow ; 
Thunder of thoroughfares ; trumpets that blow 
To battle ; clamor, in obscure retreats, 

Of sailors landed from their anchored fleets ; 
Tolling of bells in turrets, and below 
Voices of children, and bright flowers that throw 
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O'er garden-walls their intermingletl sweets ! 

This vision comes to me when I imfold 
The volume of the Poet paramount. 
Whom all tho Muaes loved, not one alone ; — 

Into his hands they put the lyre of gold. 

And, crowned with sacred laurel at their foiint. 
Placed him as Musagetes oa their throne, 

MILTON. 

I PACE the soundiug sear-beach and behold 
How the voliiininoua billows roll and run. 
Upheaving aiitl subsiding, while the sun 
Shines through their sheeted emerald far un- 
rolled, 

And the ninth wave, slow gathering fold by folJ 
All its loose-flowing garments iiiU> ono, 
I'luuges upon the shore, and floods the dun 
Pale reach of Bands, and changes them to gold. 

So in majestic cadence rise and fall 
The mighty undulations of tliy song. 
O sightless bani, England's Mieonides ! 

Ajid ever and anon, high over all 

Uplifted, a ninth wave superb and strong. 
Floods all the auiU with its melodious seas. 



KEATS. 
Written Uwviiilnr 4, 1673. 
TlIK young Kmlymton sleeps Endymion's slitep ; 
The shepheitl-boy whose tale was left half told ! 
Tilt! Kolcmn grove uplifts its shield of gold 
To the nil rising moon, mid luud ami ilcep 
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The nightingale is singing from the steep ; 
It is midsummer, but the air is cold ; 
Can it be death ? Alas, beside the fold 
A shepherd's pipe lies shattered near his sheep. 

Lo ! in the moonlight gleams a marble white, 
On which I read : " Here lieth one whose name 
Was writ in water." And was this the meed 

Of his sweet singing? Rather let me write : 
" The smoking flax before it burst to flame 
Was quenched by death, and broken the bruised 
reed." 

THE GALAXY. 

Written August 4, 1874. 

Torrent of light and river of the air, 

Along whose bed the glimmering stars are seen 
Like gold and silver sands in some ravine 
Where mountain streams have left their chan- 
nels bare ! 

The Spaniard sees in thee the pathway, where 
His patron saint descended in the sheen 
Of his celestial armor, on serene 
And quiet nights, when all the heavens were 
fair. 

Not this I see, nor yet the ancient fable 

Of Phaeton's wild course, that scorched the 

skies 
Where'er the hoofs of his hot coursers trod ; 

But the white drift of worlds o'er chasms of sable. 
The star-dust, that is whirled aloft and flies 
From the invisible chariot-wheels of God. 
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THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 

Written July 27, 1874. 

The sea awoke at midnight from its sleep, 
And round the pebbly beaches far and wide 
I heard the first wave of the rising tide 
Eush onward with iminterrupted sweep ; 

A voice out of the silence of the deep, 
A sound mysteriously midtiplied 
As of a cataract from the mountain's side. 
Or roar of winds upon a wooded steep. 

So comes to us at times, from the unknown 
And inaccessible solitudes of being, 
The rushing of the sea-tides of the soul ; 

And inspirations, that we deem our own, 

Are some divine foreshadowing and foreseeing 
Of things beyond our reason or control. 

A SUJVOIER DAY BY THE SEA. 

The sun is set ; and in his latest beams 
Yon little cloud of ashen gray and gold. 
Slowly upon the amber air unrolled, 
The falling mantle of the Prophet seems. 

From the dim headlands nuiny a light -house 
gleams. 
The street-lamps of the ocean ; and behold, 
O'orheail the banners of the night unfold ; 
The day hath passed into the land of dreams. 

sunnner day beside the joyous sea ! 
O summer day so wonderful and white. 
So full of gladness and so full of pain ! 
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Forever and forever shalt thou be 

To some the gravestone of a dead delight, 
To some the landmark of a new domain. 



THE TIDES. 

Written September 4, 1874. 

I SAW the long line of the vacant shore, 
The sea-weed and the shells upon the sand, 
And the brown rocks left bare on every hand. 
As if the ebbing tide would flow x^o more. 

Then heard I, more distinctly than before. 

The ocean breathe and its great breast expand. 
And hurrying came on the defenceless land 
The insurgent waters with tumultuous roar. 

All thought and feeling and desire, I said. 
Love, laughter, and the exultant joy of song 
Have ebbed from me forever ! Suddenly o'er 
me 

They swept again from their deep ocean bed. 
And in a tumult of delight, and strong 
As youth, and beautiful as youth, upbore me. 

A SHADOW. 

1 SAID unto myself, if I were dead, 

What would befall these children ? What 

would be 
Their fate, who now are looking up to me 
For help and furtherance ? Their lives, I said, 

Would be a volume wherein I have read 
But the first chapters, and no longer see 
To read the rest of their dear history. 
So full of beauty and so full of dread. 
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Be comforted ; the world is very old, 

And generations pass, as they have passed, 
A troop of shadows moving with the sun ; 

Thousands of timeB has the old tale been told ; 
The world belongs to those who come the last. 
They will find hope and strength as wo hiive 



A NAMELESS GRAVK. 

A newBpaper dearription of abnTyini; gronnd in Neir{i[in Ksw*, 
where, oil the heBd-board of k oatdier wtsre tho words, "A I'tiioa 
Soldipr luiwlerad -..it,"' **« sent to Mr. LaiiefeU..w in JWU. H« 
HirkniiwUilKacl its nucipt in a letter iu whicb hn said : " Iii tlin 
writiug of letten more perhspe Ctuui in uifUiing cLie, ISlmku- 
■pnare's words an trae, and 



For thit reuon, the touohinf; iucident jan Imtd sent ine bo* not 
yet dupMl itavlf pnotiuoUy in my mind, uii I liopv it unoiK diiy 
will. UtianwIiilB, I ihuik jiia mmt aiiMierely fur liririKing' it l<i 
ray notipo, and I HKm with jou in thinking it «cry boautitul." 
T>n ypim (uiimnl livfiirx the port and tht iucident, fur ha wreie 
tliH sonuKt November 30, 1N|4. 

" A soi.DlEB of the Union mustered out," 
Is the inscription <m an unknown grnve 
At Newport News. Iieside tho salt-sea wave, 
Numcless anil dateless ; sentinel or seout 

Shot down iu skirmish, or disastrous rout 
Of battle, when the loutl artillery drave 
Its iron wedges tln-ougU the ranks of brave 
And doomed battalions, storming the redoubt 

Thou unknown hero dleepii-.g by tliu w^i 
In thy forgotten grave ! with secret shame 
I fetd my pulses beat, niy fuivlicud burn. 
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When I remember thou hast given for me 
All that thou hadst, thy life, thy very name, 
And I can give thee nothing in return. 



SLEEP. 

Written April 7, 1875. 

Lull me to sleep, ye winds, whose fitful sound 
Seems from some faint jJEolian harj^string 

caught ; 
Seal up the hundred wakeful eyes of thought 
As Hermes with his lyre in sleep profound 
The hundred wakeful eyes of Argus bound ; 
For I am weary, and am overwrought 
With too much toil, with too much care dis- 
traught, 
And with the iron crown of anguish crowned. 
Lay thy soft hand upon my brow and cheek, 

peaceful Sleep ! until from pain released 

1 breathe again uninterrupted breath ! 
Ah, with what subtile meaning did the Greek 

Call thee the lesser mystery at the feast 
Whereof the greater mystery is death ! 

THE OLD BRIDGE AT FLORENCE. 

Written November 8, 1874. 

Taddeo Gaddi built me. I am old. 

Five centuries old. I plant my foot of stone 
Upon the Arno, as St. Michael's own 
Was planted on the dragon. Fold by fold 

Beneath me as it struggles, I behold 

Its glistening scales. Twice hath it overthrown 
My kindred and companions. Me alone 
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It moveth not, but is by me conti'olled. 
I can remember when the Medici 

Were driven from Florence ; longer still ago 

The final wars of Ghibelline and Guelf. 
Florence adorns me with her jewelry ; 

And when I think that Michael Angelo 

I lath leaned on me, I glory in myself. 

IL PONTE VECCHIO DI FIRENZE. 

Writteu November 20, 1ST4. 

Gaddi mi fece ; il Ponte Vecchio sono ; 
Cinquecent' anni gic\ sulF Arno pianto 

II piede, come il suo Michele Santo 
Pianto sul draco. Mentre ch' io ragiono 

Lo vcdo torcere con flebil suono 

Le rihicenti scaglie. lla qnesti affranto 
Due volte i miei maggior. Me solo intanto 
Neppiire muove, ed io non V abbandono. 

Io mi rammento quando fur cac^iati 
I Medici ; pur quando Ghibellino 
E Guelf o fecer pace mi rammento. 

Fiorenza i suoi giojcUi m' ha prestati ; 
E quando penso ch' Agnolo il divino 
Su me posava insuperbir mi sento. 

NATURE. 

As a fond mother, when the day is o'er, 
Leads by the hand her little child to bed, 
Hidf willing, half reluctant to be led, 
And leave his broken i)laythings on the floor, 

Still gazing at them through the open door. 
Nor wholly reassun^l and comforted 
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By promises of others in their stead. 
Which, though morti splnndid, may not please 
him more ; 

So Nature deals with iis, and takes away 

Otir playtliings one by one, and by the band 
Leads us to rest so gently, that we go 

Scai-ce knowing if we wish to go or stay, 
Being too full of sleop to understand 
How far the unknown transceuds the what we 
know. 

IN THE CHURCHYARD AT TARRYTOWN. 

Hese lies the gentle humori>>t, who died 
lu the bright Indian Summer of his fame I 
A siulple stone, with but a date and name, 
Marks bis secluded resttng-place beside 

The river that he loved and glorified. 
Here in the autumn of his days he came, 
But the dry leaves of life were all aflame 
With tints that brightened and were multiplied. I 

How sweet a life was his ; how sweet a death I 
Living, to wing with mirth the weary hours. 
Or with romantic tales the heart to cheer ; 

Dying, to leave a memory like the breath 
Of summers full of sunshine and of showers, 
A grief anil gladness in the atmosphere. 

. ELIOT'S OAK. 

Thoo ancient oak ! whose myriad leaves are loud 
With sounds of unintelligible speech. 
Sounds as of surges ou a shingly beach, 



THE DESCENT OF THE i 

Or mill titiuli nous luiii-miirs of a I'lTiwil ; 

With some niysterioiia gift of tongues tindowed, 
Thou ajwakest a different dialect tpo eaoh ; 
To me a language th»t no man can teach, 
Of a lost laee, long vunishtid likt; ii i-luud. 

Foi' uuderneutli thy shade, ia days remote. 
Seated IiIcl- AbnihaQi at eventide 
Beneath the oaks of Mamre, the unknown 

AjMittle of the Indiims, Kliot, wrote 
His Bible in a. language that hatlt died 
And is forgotten, save by tliee alone. 

THE DESCENT OF THE MUSES. 

Mr. Lor^tellow wiu one day viaitiuK WeUesluy Cullego. aiid 

•nan uked tu writa aiie of hia piiuini. He be^ftid for a fu» in<i- 

iDeiia' dpUy, wrote thin aoiuiet from RurDioiy, — ic liad not bvtii 

(iriuud, — wul TKHil it to the ladioa. 

Nine sisters, beautiful in form and face, 

Caine from their convent on the shining heights 
Of PieriiH, the mouutain of delights. 
To dwell among the puople at its base. 

Then Heenied the world to change. All time anil 
space, 
Splendoi- of cloudless days and starry nights. 
And men and manners, and all sounds and sights, 
Had a n«w meaning, a diviner grace. 

Proud were these sisters, but were not too proud 
To teach in schools of little country towns 
Sciciicu and song, and all the arts tlint please ; 

So tliat while housewives span, and faiiiiei-H 
ploughed, 
Their comely duiiglitera, cla<l in homespim gowns, 
Lfariied the sweet songs oF the Picridi>!i. 



210 A BOOK OF SONNETS 

VENICE. 

White swan of cities, slumbering in thy nest 
So wonderfully built among the reeds 
Of the lagoon, that fences thee and feeds. 
As sayeth thy old historian and thy guest ! *^ 

White water-lily, cradled and caressed ^ * 

By ocean streams, and from the silt and weeds 

Lifting thy golden filaments and seeds, 

Thy sun-illumined spires, thy crown and crest ! ' 

White phantom city, whose untrodden streets 

Are rivers, and whose pavements are the shifting • 
Shadows of palaces and strips of sky ; 

I wait to see thee vanish like the fleets 

Seen in mirage, or towers of cloud uplifting 
In air their unsubstantial masonry. 

THE POETS. 

O YE dead Poets, who are living still 

Immortal in your verse, though life be fled, 
And ye, O living Poets, who are dead 
Though ye are living, if neglect can kill. 

Tell me if in the darkest hours of ill. 

With drops of anguish falling fast and red 
From the sharp crown of thorns upon your head, 
Ye were not glad your errand to fulfil ? 

Yes ; for the gift and ministry of Song 
Have something in them so divinely sweet. 
It can assuage the bitterness of wrong ; 

Not in the clamor of the crowded street. 

Not in the shouts and plaudits of the throng. 
But in ourselves, are triumph and defeat. 



THE HARVEST MOON 



PARKER CLEAVELAND. 



Among tho many lives tbat I have knowu, 
None I rumeiiiber more sereno and sweet, 
More rounded in itself and more complete, 
Thau hia, wlio lies beneath tliis funeral stone. 

These pines, that murmur in low monotone. 
These walks frei^uented by scholastic feet, 
Were ail his world ; bnt in this calm retreat 
For him the Teacher's chair became a throne. 

AVith fond affection memory loves to dwell 
On the old days, when his example made 
A pastime of tlie toil of tongue and pen ; 

And now, amid the groves he loved so well 

That naught couhl lure him fi'om their grateful 

shade, 
lie sleeps, but wakes elsewhere, for God hath 
said, Amen ! 



THE HARVEST MOON. 

It ia the Harvest Moon! On gilded vanes 
And iMofs of villages, ou woodland crests 
.\nd tlicir aerial neighborhoods of ncsta 
DeKCrted, ou the eiirtaiue<l window-panes 

Of rooms where children slee]>, on country lanes 
And liar vest-fields, its mystic aitlendor rests! 
Gone are the binla that were our Hummer guests ; 
With tlie last sheaves return the laboring wainsJ 

All thingn are syiubols : the external sliows 
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Of Nature have tlieir image in the mind, 
As Bowers and fruits and falling of the leaves ; 
The song-birds leave us at the suminur's close, 
Only the empty nests are left behind, 
And pipings of the quail among the sheaves. 



TO THE RIVER RHONE. 

Thou Hoyal River, born of sun and shower 
In chamhera pui-ple with the Alpine glow, 
Wrapped in the spotless ermine of the snow 
And rocked by tempests! — at the appointed ] 
hour 

Forth, like a steel-clad horaeman from a tower, 
With clang and clink of harness doat thou go 
To meet thy vassal torrents, that below 
Rush to receive thee and obey thy power. 

And now thou movest in triumphal mareh, 
A king among the rivers ! On thy way 
A hundred towns await and welcome thee ; 

Bridges uplift for thee the stately arch. 
Vineyards encircle thee with garlands gay. 
And fleets attend thy progress to the sea ! 



THE THREE SILENCES OF MOLINOS. 

TO jOHs GREENLEAF worrriEB. 

Written to be read at the dinner given by the publishers d( 
TAt Allanlic Moalhlg to Mr. Whittier upon big geveiitieth birth- 
da;, Uecamber IS, IHTT. I 

Thhee silences there are : the first of speech. 
The second of desire, the third of thought ; 
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This is the lore a Spanish aionlc, distraught 
With dreams and visions, was the first to teach. 

These Silences, uommingling each with each. 
Made up the perfect Silence that he sought 
And prayed for, and wherein at times he caught 
Myatenous soonds from realms beyond our 
reach. 

O thou, whose daily lift; anticipates 

The life to come, and in whose thought and 

word 
The spiritual world preponderates. 

Hermit of Anieshury 1 thou too hast heard 
Voices and melodies from lusyond the gates, 
And speakest only when thy sotil is stirred I 



THE TWO Rn'KIiS. 

Slowlt the hour-hand of the clock moves round ; 
So slowly tliat no human uye hath power 
To see it move ! Slowly in shine or shower 
The ]Hiinted ship above it, homeward bound, 

Sails, hut seems rnotionluss, as if aground ; 
Yet both arrive at last ; and in his tower 
The slumberous watchman wakes and strikes 

the hour, 
A mellow, nie.asured, melancholy sound. 

Midnight 1 the outpost of a<lvancing dayl 
The fi^ontier town anti citadel of night ! 
The watershed of Time, from which the streams 

Of Yesterday and To-morrow take their way, 
One to the land of promise and of light. 
One to the land of darkness and of dreams I 



A BOOK OF SOXXETS 



O KJver of Yesterday, with current swift 
Through cliasms descending, atid sooa lost tc 

sight, 
I do not care to follow ia their flight 
The faded leaves, that on thy bosom drift I 

River of To-morrow, I uplift 

Mine eyes, and thee I follow, as the night 
Wanes into morning, and the dawning light 
Broadens, and all the sliadowg faile and shift 1 

1 follow, follow, where thy waters run 

Through unfi'Cq^uented, unfamiliar fields, 
Fragrant with Howers and musical with song ; 
Still follow, follow ; sure to meet tlie sun, 
And confident, that what the future yields 
Will be the right, unless myself he wrong. 



Yet not in vain, O River of Yesterday, 

Through chasms of d.arkness to the Jeep de- 
scending, 
I heard thee sobbing in the ram, and blending 
Thy voice with other voices far away. 

I called to thee, and yet thou wouldst not stay, 
But turbulent, and with thyself contending. 
And torrent-like thy force on pebbles spending. 
Thou wouldst not listen to a poet's lay. 

Thoughts, like a loud and sudden rush of wings, 
Regrets and recollections of things past. 
With hints and prophecies of things to be. 

And inspirations, which, could they be things. 
And stay with us, and we could hold them fast, 
Were our good angels, — these I owe to thee. 



And thon, O River of To-moiTow, flowiiig 
Between thy narrow adamantine wallii. 
But IjBHutiful, and white with waterfalls, 
And wi-eatlis of uiist, like hands the pathway 
showing ; 

I hear the trumpets of the morning blowing, 
I hear thy mighty voice, that calls and calls, 
And see, as Ossian saw in Morveu'a halls. 
Mysterious phantoms, coming, beckoning, going I 

It is the mystery of the unknown 

That fascinates na ; we are eliildren still, 
Wayward and wistful; with one hand we cling 

To the familiar things we c^l onr own, 
And with the other, resolute of will. 
Grope in the ilark for what the day will bring. 



BOSTON. 

St, Botolph's Town ! Hither across the plains 
And fens of Lincolnshire, in gaib austere. 
There came a Saxon monk, and founded here 
A Priory, pillaged by marauding Danes, 

So that thereof no vestige now remains ; 
Only a name, that, spoken loud and clt:ar, 
And echoeil in another hemisphere. 
Survives the sculptured walls and painted panca. 

St. Botolph's Town I Far over leagues of land 
And leagues of sea looks forth its noble tower, 
And far around the chiming bells aro heard ; 

So may tluit sacred name forever Htand 
A landmark, and a symbol of the power, 
That lie.i concentred in a single word. 
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ST. JOHS'S, CAMBRIDGE. 

The memorial chapul of St. Jutin'K, er«ct«i] b; Robert Meaoi 
Hason in unnnocdoii widi tile Epiaoopal Tlieulogieol Sohool, 
lUnds close l>y the home of Hr. Luugfellow. 

I STAND beneath the tree, whose branches ehade 
Thy westt'm window, Cha])el of St. John I 
And hear its leaves repeat theii- benison 
On htm, whose hand thy .itones memorial laid ; 

Then I remember one of whom was said 

In the world's darkest hour, " Behold tliy son ! " 
And see him living still, and wandering on 
And waiting for tlie a/lvent long delayed. 

Not only tongues of the apostles teach 

Xiessous of love and light, but these expanding' i 
And sheltering bonghs with all their leaves im- 
plore. 

And say in language cleai" aa human speech, 

"The peace of God, that paseeth understand- 
ing. 
lie and abide with yon forevermore I " 



MOODS. 

Oh that a Song would sing itself to me 
Out of the heart of Nature, or the heart 
Of man, the child of Nature, not of Art, 
ITresh aa the morning, salt as the salt sea. 

With just enough of bitterness to be 

A medicine to this sluggish mood, and start 
The life-hlood in my veins, and so impart 
Healing and help in this dull lethargy 1 

Alas t not always doth the breath of song 
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Breatlie on us. It is like the wiiiil that bloweth 
At its own will, not oiirs, ner tarrieth long ; 
VTe hear the sound thereof, but no man kaoweth 
From whence it comes, so sudden and swift and 

strong, 
Nor whither in its waywanl coui'se it goeth. 

WOODSTOCK PARK. 

Here in a little rustic hermitage 

Alfred the Saxon King, Alfred the Great, 
Postponed the cares of kuig-ciaft to translate 
The Consolations of the Roman sage. 

litre Geoffrey Chaucer in his ripe old age 

Wrote the unrivalled Tales, which soon or late 
The venttirona hand that strives to imitate 
Vanquished must fall on the unfinished page. 

Two kings were they, who ruled by right divine, 
And botli supreme ; one in the realm of Truth, 
One in the realm of Fiction and of Song. 

What prince hereditary of their line, 
I^prising in the strength and flush of youth, 
Their glory shall inherit and prolong ? 



THE FOUR PRINCESSES AT WILNA. 

A PHOTOaRAPB. 

SwRKT faces, that from pictured casements lean 
As from a castle window, looking down 
On some gay jtagcant passing through a town, 
Yourselves the fairest figures iii the scene; 
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With what a gentle grace, with what serene 
Unconscioiisneas ye wear the triple crown 
Of youth and beauty and the fair reDown 
Of a gi-eat name, that ne'er hath taruished beeul 

From your soft eyes, so innocent and sweet, 

Four spii'tts, Bweet and innocent as they, I 

Gaze on the world below, the sky above ; 

Hai'k ! tliere is some one singing in the street ; 
" Faith, Hope, and Love ! these thi-ee," he seems 

to say ; 
" These thi'ee ; and gi'eatest of the Uii'ee is 



HOLIDAYS. 

The lioliest of all holidays ai'e those 
Kept by ourselves in silence and apart ; 
The secret anniversaries of the heart, 
When the full liver of feeling overflows ; — 

The happy days unclouded to their close ; 
The sudden joys that out of darkness start 
As flames from ashes ; swift desires that dart 
Like swallows singiug down each wind that 
blows ! 

White as the gleam of a receding sail, 

White as a cloud that floats and fades in air, 
White as .the whitest lily on a stream, 

These tender memories are ; — a fairy tale 
Of some enchanted land we know not where, 
But lovely as a landscape in a dream. 
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WAPENTAKE. 

TO ALFRED TENNYSON. 

Poet ! I come to touch thy lance with mine ; 
Not as a knight, who on the listed field 
Of tourney touched his adversary's shield 
In token of defiance, but in sign 

Of homage to the mastery, which is thine, 
In English song ; nor will I keep concealed. 
And voiceless as a rivulet frost-congealed. 
My admiration for thy verse divine. 

Not of the howling dervishes of song, 

Who craze the brain with their delirious dance, 
Art thou, O sweet historian of the heart ! 

Therefore to thee the laurel-leaves belong, 
To thee our love and our allegiance, 
For thy allegiance to the poet's art. 

THE BROKEN OAR. 

"November 18, 1864. Stay at home and ponder upon Dante. 
I am frequently tempted to write upon my work the inscription 
found upon an oar cast on the coast of Iceland, — 

Oft war ek dasa durek Sro thick. 

Oft was I weary when I tugged at thee." 

Once upon Iceland's solitary strand 

A poet wandered with his book and pen, 
Seeking some final word, some sweet Amen, 
Wherewith to close the volume in his hand. 

The billows rolled and plunged upon the sand, 
The circling sea-gulls swept beyond his ken. 
And from the parting cloud-rack now and then 
Flashed the red sunset over sea and land. 
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Tlien by the billows at his feet was tossed 
A broken oar ; and carved thereon he read : 
" Oft was I wear)-, when I toiled at thee " ; 

And like a man, who findeth what was lost. 
He wrote the woiils, then lifteil up his head. 
And flung his useless pen into the sea. 



THE CROSS OF SNOW. 

AVritten July 10, 1879. *' Looking over one day," says Mr. 
Longfellow's biog^pher, ^* an illustrated book of Western scenery, 
his attention was arrested by a picture of that mysterious moun- 
tain upon whose lonely, lofty breast the snow lies iu long furrows 
that make a rude but wonderfully clear image of a vast cross. 
At night, as he looked upon the pictured countenance that hung 
upon his chamber wall, his thoughts framed themselves into tlie 
Terses that follow. He put them away in his portfolio, where 
they were found after his death." 

In the long, sleepless watches of the night, 
A gentle face — the face of one long dead — 
Looks at me from the wall, where round its head 
The night-lamp casts a halo of pale light. 

Here in this room she died ; and soul more white 
Never through martyrdom of fire was led 
To its repose ; nor can in books be read 
The legend of a life more benedight. 

There is a mountain in the distant West 
That, sun-defying, in its deep ravines 
Displays a cross of snow upon its side. 

Such is the cross I wear upon my breast 

These eighteen years, through all the changing 

scenes 
And seasons, changeless since the day she died. 



KERAMOS 

" On the 7th of May, 18T7, he is * trying to write a poem on 
the potter's wheeL' The then new interest in Ceramics had 
brought out a number of books upon that subject, one of which, 
it is likely, tuBned his thoughts in that direction. His memory 
recalled tlie old pottery, still standing in Portland, near Deering's 
Woods, where it had been a delight of his boyhood to stop and 
watch the bowl or pitcher of clay rise up under the workman^ s 
hand, as he stood at his wheel under the shadow of a thorn-tree. 
There, within doors, amid the shelves of pots and pans, he may 
liave read the inscription upon a glazed tile, — 

No handicraftman*s art can with our art compare ; 
We potters make our pots of what we potters are. 

On the 3d of August is an entry in the journal, * Received, from 
the Harpers, one thousand dollars for Kt'ramos. ' The poem was 
published in their magazine with illustrations.'* S. Longfel- 
low : Life of Henry Wads worth Longfellow^ II. 400. The poem 
was tlie first in the volume Ke'ramos and other PoemSy published 
in 1878. 

Turn, turn, my wlieel ! Turn round and round 
Witlwut a pause, miihout a sound : 

So spins the flying world away ! 
Tills day^ well mixed with marl and sand, 
Follows the motion of my Jiand ; 
For some must follow, and some command^ 

Tlwu(jh all are made of clay I 

Thus sang the Potter at his task 
Beneath the blossoming hawthom-tree, 
Wliile o'er liis features, like a mask, 
Tlie quilted sunshine and leaf-shade 
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Moved, as the boughs above him swayed, 

And clothed him, till he seemed to be 

A figure woven in tapestry. 

So siunptuously was he arrayed 

In that magnificent attire 

Of sable tissue flaked with fire. 

Like a magician he appeared, 

A conjurer without book or beard ; 

And while he plied his magic art — 

For it was magical to me — 

I stood in silence and apart, 

And wondered more and more to see 

That shapeless, lifeless mass of clay 

Rise up to meet the master's hand. 

And now contract and now expand. 

And even his slightest touch obey ; 

While ever in a thoughtful mood 

He sang his ditty, and at times 

Whistled a tune between the rhymes, 

As a melodious interlude. 

Tuniy turn, my wheel/ All things must change 
To something new^ to something strange ; 

Nothing tJiat is can pause or stay ; 
The moon will wax, the moon will wans, 
The mist and claud will turn to rain, 
The rain to mist and cloud again, 

To-morrow be to-day. 

Thus still the Potter sang, and still. 
By some unconscious act of will. 
The melody and even the words 
Were intermingled with my thought. 
As bits of colored thread are caught 
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And wovou into nests of birds. 
And thus to regions far remote, 
Seyond the ocean's vast expanse, 
This wizard in tlie motley coat 
Transported me on wings of song, 
And by the northern shores of France 
Bore me with restless speed along. 

What land is this that seems to be 

A mingling of the land and sea ? 

This land of sluices, dikes, and dunes? 

This water-net, that tessellates 

The landscape ? this unending mazo 

Of gardens, through whose latticed gates 

Tho imprisoned pinks and tulips gaze ; 

M'here in long summer afternoons 

The sunshine, softened by the haze, 

Comes streaming don-u as through a screen ; 

\\Tiere over fields and pastures green 

The painted ships float high in air. 

And over all and everywhere 

The sails of windmills sink and soar 

Like wings of sea-gulls on the shore? 

What hmd is this? Yon pretty town 

Is Delft, with all its wares displayed ; 

The pride, the market-place, the crown 

And centre of the Potter's trade. 

See ! every house and room is bright 

With glimmers of reflecte<i light 

Fi-om plates that on the dresser shine ; 

Flagons to foam with Flemish beer. 

Or sparkle with the Khenish wine. 

And pilgrim flasks wi^ fleors-de-Us, 
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And ships npon a rolling sea, 
And tankards pewter topped, and qneer 
With comic mask and moBketeer I 
Each hospitable chimney smiles 
A welcome from its painted tiles ; 
The parlor walls, the cliamber fiooia. 
The stairways and the corridors. 
The borders of the garden walks. 
Are beautiful with fadeless flowers. 
That never droop in winds or showery 
And never wither on their stalks. 

Turn, tun, my viieel! All life is brief; 
What now is hud will soon be leaf, 

W/uU now is letif will soon decay ; 
The tritid blows east, the wifid blows leest ; 
The blue eggs in the robin's nest 
Will soon have tobigs and beak and breast, 
AndflvUer wndjiy away. 

Now southward through the air I glide. 
The song my only pursuivant, 
And see across the landscape wide 
The blue Charente, upon whose tide 
The belfries and the spires of Saintes 
Kipple and rock from side to side, 
As, when an earthquake remls its walls, 
A crumbling eity reels and falls. 

Who is it in the suburbs here, 
This Potter, working with such cheer, 
In this mean house, this mean attire. 
His manly features bronzed with fire. 
Whose figulines and rustic wares 
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Scarce find him breatl from day to day ? 
This madman, as the people say, 
' Who breaks his tables and his chairs 
To feed his furnao* fireo, nor cares 
Who goes unfed if they are fed, 
Nor who may live if they are dead ? 
This alehemist with hollow cheeks 
And sunken, searching eyes, who seeks. 
By mingled earths and ores combined 
With potency of fire, to find 
Some new enamel, hard and bright, 
His dream, his passion, his delight ? 
O Palissy 1 within thy breast 
Bumud the hot fever of unrest; 
Thine was the prophet's vision, thine 
The exultation, the divine 
Insanity of noble minds. 
That never falters nor abates, 
But label's and endures and waits. 
Till all that it foresees it finds. 
Or what it cannot find ci-eates I 

Turn, turn, mi/ w/ieel I Thia eiirthen jar 
A touch can make, a Iminh can inar; 

And ahaU it to the Potter say. 
What makeat thm ? Thou, hast no hand .' 
A* men who think to nnderatand 
A vxrrid by their Creator planned. 

Who wiser is than they. 

Still guided by the dreamy song, 
As in a trance I float along 
Above the Pyrenean chain, 
Above the fields and fai-ms of Spain, 
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Above th(! bright Afajorcan iale. 
That lends its softened name to art, - 
A spot, a dot npon the chart, 
Whose little towns, red-roofed with tile. 
Are rubyJustred with the light 
Of bluzing furnaces by night. 
And crowned by day with wreaths of smoke- 
Then eastward, wafted in my flight 
On my enchanter's magic cloak, 
I sail across the Tyrrhene Sea 
Into the land of Italy, 
And o'er the windy Apennines, 
Mantled and musical with pines. 

The paJaccs, the princely halls, 
The doors of houses and the walls 
Of chm-chea and of belfry towers. 
Cloister and castle, street and mart, 
Are garlanded and gay with flowers 
That blossom in the fields of art. 
Here Gubbio's workshops gleam and glow 
With brilliant, iridescent dyes, 
The dazzling whiteness of the snow, 
The cobalt blue of summer skies ; 
And vase and scutcheon, cup and plate, 
In perfect finish emulate 
Faenza, Florence, Pesaro. 

Forth fi-om Urbino's gate there came 
A youth with the angelic name 
Of Raphael, in form and face 
Himself angelic, and divine 
In arts of color aud design. 
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From )<im Francesco Xanto caught 
Something of his transci^Ddeiit grace, 
And into fictilu fabrics wrought 
Suggestions of the master's thought. 
Kor less Maestro Giorgio shines 
With madre-perl and golden lines 
Of arabesques, and interweaves 
His birds and fruits and flowers and leaves 
About some landscape, shaded brown, 
With olive tints on rock and town. 

Behold this cup within whose bowl. 
Upon a gi'oimd of deepest blue 
With yellow-lustred stars o'erlaid, 
Colors of every tint and hue 
Mingle in one haruiotiious whole 1 
With large blue eyes and steadfast gaze. 
Her yellow hair in net and braid, 
Necklace and ear-rings all ablaze 
With golden lustre o'er the glaze, 
A woman's porti-ait ; on the scroll, 
Cana, the Beautiful \ A name 
Forgotten save for such brief fame 
As this memorial can bestow, — 
A gift some lover long ago 
Gave with his heart to this fair dame. 

A nobler title to renown 
Is tliine, O pleasant Tuscan town. 
Seated besiile the Aran's stream ; 
For Luca della Kobbia there 
Created forms so wondrouB fair, 
They made thy sovereignty supreme. 
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Tliese choristers with lips of stone, 
"Whose music is not heard, but seen, 
Still chant, aa from their oi^an-acreen. 
Their Maker's praise ; nor these alone, 
But the more fragile forms of clay, 
Hardly less beautiful than they. 
These saints and angels that adorn 
The walls of hospitals, and tell 
The story of good deeds so wkII 
That poverty seems less forlorn, 
And life more like a holiday. 

Here in this old neglected church, 
That long eludes the traveller's search, 
Lies the dead bisliop on his tomb ; 
Earth upon earth ho slumbering lies. 
Life-like and death-like in the gloom ; 
Garlands of fmit and flowers in bloom 
And foliage deck his resting-place ; 
A shadow in the sightless eyes, 
A pallor on the patient face. 
Made perfect by the furnace heat ; 
All eartUy passions and desires 
Burnt out by purgatorial fires ; 
Seeming to say, " Our years are fleet, 
And to the weary death is sweet." 

But the most wonderful of all 
The ornaments on tomb or wall 
That grace the fair Aiiaonian shores 
Are those the faithful earth restores, 
Near some Apulian town concealed, 
In vineyard or in harvest field, — 
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Vases and uma and Las-reliefs, 

Memorials of forgotten griefs, 

Or records of Leroic deeda 

Of deuiigods and mighty tshiefs : 

Figures that almost move and speak. 

And, buiied ainiil mould aud weeds, 

Still in their attitudes attest 

The presence of the graceful Gt«ek, — 

Achilles ib liia arroor dressed, 

Alcides with the Cretan bull. 

And Aphrodite with her boy, 

Or lovely Helena of Tn>y, 

Still living and still beautiful. 

Ti'rn. turn, my wheel ! 'Tu nature's jiem 
TIte rhild shoulil ipttw into (he man, 

Tli» man grow wrinkled, old, and gray ; 
In youth tht heart exidt/i and tings, 
The pulnes leap, the feet have wlnge ; 
In age tlte cricket cAt>/«, and brini/M 

Tlie httrvett'kotne of day. 

And now the winds that southward How, 
And oool the hot Sicilian isle. 
Bear me away, I soe below 
The long line of the Libj-an Nile, 
Flooding and feeding the parched lands 
With annual ebb and oveiflow, 
A fallen pnlm whose branches lie 
IJenoath the Abyssinian sky, 
Whiise roots are in Egyptian aaiids. 
On either bank huge water-wheeb*, 
Belted with jars and dripping weeds. 
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Send forth Ut^r melanclioly n 
As if, in Uieir gray mantles hid. 
Dead unchuritfs of the Thebaid 
Knett on the shore aud told their ht^ads:, 
Beating thetr breaste with loud appeals 
And penitentiid tt.-urs juul groans. 

This citji walled and thickly set 
With glittering nios(|ue and minaret. 
Is Cairo, in whose gay bazaars 
Tlie dreaming traveller first inhales 
The perfume of Arabian gales. 
And sees the fahuloiis earthen jars, 
Huge as wltu those wherein the maid 
Morgiana found the Forty Thieves 
Concealed in niiduight ambuscade ; 
And seeing, more than half iMlieves 
Tlie fascinating tales that run 
Through all the Thousand Nights and One, 
Told by the fair Suheh^rezade. 

More strange and wonderful than these 

Are the Egy]»tiau deities, 

AnimoD, and Emeth, and the grand 

Osiris, holding in his hand 

The lotas ; lais, crowned and veiled ; 

The sacre<l Ibis, and the Sphinx ; 

Bracelets with blue enamelled links ; 

The Scarabee in emerald mailed, 

Or spreading wide his funeral wings ; 

Lamps that perchance their night-watch kept 

O'er Cleopatra while alie slept, — 

All plundered from the tombs of kings. 
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Turn, turn, my wheel ! The human race, 
Of vvery tonijue, of every place, 

Caueaaian, Coptic, or Malay, 
AU that inhabit this great earth. 
Whatever be their rank or worth, 
Are kindred and alllefl by birth, 

And made of the same day. 

O'er desert sands, o'er gulf and bay, 
O'er Ganges and o'er Iliinalay, 
Bii-d-like I fly, and flying silig. 
To flowery bingdoms of Cathay, 
And bird-like poise on balanced wing 
Above the town of King-te-tching, 
A burning town, or seeming so, — 
Three thousand furnaces that glow 
Incessantly, and fill the air 
With smoke uprising, gyre on gyre, 
And painted by the lurid glare. 
Of jets and flashes of red fire. 

As leaves that in the autumn fall. 
Spotted and veined with various hues, 
Are swept along the avenues. 
And lie in heaps by hedge and wall. 
So from thia grove of chimneys whirled 
To all the markets of the world. 
These pon'elaiti leaves are wafted on. 
Light yellow ItiaveM with spots and stEUDS 
Of %-iolet and of crimson dye. 
Or tender azure of a sky 
Ju«t washed by (fentle April rains, 
And U^utiful with (.■■'liulun. 
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Nor less the coarser household wares, 
The wUlow pattern, that we knew 
In childhood, with its brid^ of blue 
Leading to unknown thoroughfares ; 
The solitary man who stares 
At the white river flowing through 
Its arches, the fantastic trees 
And wild perspective of the view ; 
And intermingled among these 
The tiles that iu oui' nurseries 
Filled us with wonder and delight. 
Or haunted us \a dreams at night. 

And yonder by Nankin, behold ! 
The Tower of Porcelain, strange and old. 
Uplifting to the astonished skies 
Its ninefold paint«d balconies. 
With balustrades of twining leaves, 
And roofs of tile, beneath whose eaves 
Hang ]K>rcelain bells that all the time 
Ring with a soft, melodious chime ; 
While the whole fabric is ablaze 
With varied tints, all fused in one 
Great mass of color, like a maze 
Of flowers illumined by the sun. 

Turn, turn, my viked ! What, ix lieyun 
At daybreak viiiat at dark be do7ie. 

To-morrow will be another day ; 
To-momno the hot fiimace Jtame 
Will search the heart and try the frame. 
And stamp with honor or with shame 

These vessels made of clay. 
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Cradled and rocked in Eastern seas, 

Tlie islands of the Japanese 

Beneath me lie ; o'er lake and plain 

The stork, the heron, and the crane 

Thi-ough the clear realms of azure drift, 

And on the hillside I can see 

The villages of Imari, 

Whose thronged and flaming workshops lift 

Their twisted columns of smoke on high, 

Cloud cloisters that in ruins lie, 

With suushine streaming through each rift, 

And hroken arches of blue sky. 



All the bright flowers that fill the laud, 

Ripple of waves on rock or sand, 

The snow on Fnsiyama's cone. 

The midnight heaven so thickly sown 

With constellations of bright stars, 

The leaves that rustle, the reeds that make 

A whisper by each stream and lake. 

The saffron dawn, the sunset red, 

Are painted on these lovely jars ; 

Again the skjlark sings, again 

The stork, the heron, and the crane 

Float through the azure overhead. 

The counterfeit and counterpart 

Of Nature reproduced in Art. 

Art is the chilli of Nature ; yes, 
Her darling I'liild. in whom we traw 
Till' features of the mother's iiux. 
Her aspect and her attitude ; 
All hiT majestic loveliness 
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CIiasteDed and softeaed and subdued 

Into a more attractive grat;e. 

And with a human sense imbued. 

He is the greatest artist, then, 

Whether of pencil or of pen, 

Who follows Nature. Never man. 

As artist or as artisan, 

Pursuing his own fantasies, 

Can touch the human heart, or please, 

Or satisfy our nobler ueeds. 

As he who seta his willing feet 

Id Nature's footprints, light and fleet, 

And follows fearless where she leads. 

Thus mused I on that morn in May, 
Wrapped in my visions like the Seer, 
Whose eyes behold not what is near. 
But only what is far away, 
When, suddenly sounding peal on peal, 
The churcli-bell from the neighboring town 
Proclaimed the welcome hour of noon. 
The Potter heard, and stopped his wheel, 
His apron on the grass threw down. 
Whistled his quiet little tune, 
Not overloud nor overlong. 
And ended thus his simple song : 

Stop, stop, Tny wheel ! Toa soon, too soon 
The noon will be tJie afternoon. 

Too soon tu-ilay be yesterday ; 
Behind us in our path vie cast 
The broken potsherds of the past. 
And all are ground to dust nf last, 

And trodden into clay .' 
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The collection of poems under this title was published in 1880. 
The volume bore on the title-page these lines from Horace (Lib. 
I., Carmen XXX., Ad Apollinem) : — 

Precor, integrft 
Cam mente, nee turpem senectam 
Degere, nee citharft carentem. 

The dedication is to his life-long friend, George Washing^n 
(Jreene, who himself dedicated his Life of Nathanael Greene to 
Mr. Longfellow in words which give a glowing picture of the 
aspirations of the two in the days of their young manhood. 



DEDICATION. 

TO G. W. G. 

With favoring winds, o'er sunlit seas, 
We sailed for the Hesperides, 
The land where golden apples grow ; 
But that, ah ! that was long ago. 

How far, since then, the ocean streams 
Have swept us from that land of dreams, 
That land of fiction and of truth, 
The lost Atlantis of our youth ! 

Whither, ah, whither ? Are not these 
The tempest-haunted Orcades, 
Where seargulls scream, and breakers roar, 
And wreck and sea-weed line the shore ? 

line 10. The tempest-hMinted Hebrides, 



23t) ULTIMA THULE 

Ultima Thule I Utmost Isle ! 
Here in thy harbors for a while 
We lower our sails ; a while we rest 
From the unending, endless quest. 



POEMS 

BAYARD TAYLOR. 

Written December 28, 1878. 

Dead he lay among his books ! 
The peace of God was in his looks. 

As the statues in the gloom 
Watch o'er Maximilian's tomb. 

So those volumes from their shelves 
Watched him, silent as themselves. 

Ah ! his hand will nevermore 
Turn their storied pages o'er ; 

Nevermore his lips repeat 
Songs of theirs, however sweet. 

Let the lifeless body rest 1 
He is gone, who was its guest ; 

Gone, as travellers haste to leave 
An inn, nor tarry until eve. 

Traveller I in what realms afar, 
In what planet, in what star, 
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In whiit vast) aerial space, 
Shines the light upon thy face? 

In what gardens of delight 
Kest thj weary feet t»-night? 

Poet ! thou, whose latest verse 
Was a gailand on thy hearse ; 

Tlinu hast song, with organ tone, 
lu Deukaliou's life, thiue own ; 

On the ruins of the Past 
Blooms the perfect flower at last. 

Friend 1 hut yesterday the bells 
Rang for thee their loud farewells ; 

And to-4ay they toll for thee, 
Lying dead beyond the sea; 

Lying dead among thy books. 
The peace of God in all thy looks I 



THE CHAMBER OVER THK GATE. 

Written October itO, 1ST6. SnggeaUsi to dio pact when writ- 
ing a letter at ouminlunua to tlifl BUhup of MisaJSRippi, whnw 
ton. (he Rut. Dunoan C. Green. Uiul died at liia post at Qnwn- 
Tillr, MiaoHippi, Septnmber 15, daring tlie jiruvuleaue o[ yellow 

Ib it so far from thoo 
Thou canst no longer see, 
In the Chamlier ovit the Gate, 
That old man desolate. 
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Weeping and wailing sore 
For his son, who is no more ? 
O Absalom, my son ! 

Is it so long ago 
That cry of human woe 
From the walled city came, 
Calling on his dear name. 
That it has died away 
In the distance of to-day? 
O Absalom, my son I 

There is no far or near, 
There is neither there nor here. 
There is neither soon nor late. 
In that Chamber over the Gate, 
Nor any long ago 
To that cry of human woe, 
P Absalom, my son 1 

From the ages that are past 
The voice sounds like a blast. 
Over seas that wreck and drown. 
Over tumult of traffic and town ; 
And from ages yet to be 
Come the echoes back to me, 
O Absalom, my son ! 

Somewhere at every hour 
The watchman on the tower 
Looks forth, and sees the fleet 
Approach of the hurrying feet 
Of messengers, that bear 
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The tidings of despair. 
O Absalom, my son I 

He goes forth from the door, 
Who shall return no more. 
"With him our joy departs ; 
The light goes out in our hearts ; 
In the Chamber over the Gate 
We sit disconsolate. 
O Absalom, my son I 

That 't is a common grief 
Bringeth but slight relief ; 
Ours is the bitterest loss. 
Ours is the heaviest cross ; 
And forever tlie cry will be 
» Would God I had died for thee, 
O Absalom, my son ! " 



FROM MY ARM-CHAIR. 

TO TIIK CHILDRES' OF CAAIBRIDGK, 



Contiibiitiuiu fur tfio punthsse at llie otiatr uiuns (mm noma 
snvun buuilred cIiiMren of the public whooU. The Bcheme wun 
pUnned and carried out tiy Mr. IjmsiAlaw't friends and tmeh- 
bon. Mr. and Mia. E. H. IlorsfoRi. Mr. Idnefellow had (hi* 
poem, whidi he wmts on tlis aania day, printed on a sheet, and 
KU occoitomed to give a cop; lo each child irhc riaited hini 



Am I a king, that I should call my own 
This splendid ebon throne V 
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Or by what reason, or what right divine. 
Can I proclaim it mine ? 

Only, perhaps, by right divine of song 

It may to me belong ; 
Only because the spreading chestnut tree 

Of old was simg by me. 

"Well I remember it in all its prime, 

When in the summer-time 
The affluent foliage of its branches made 

A cavern of cool shade. 

There, by the blacksmith's forge, beside the street. 

Its blossoms white and sweet 
Enticed the bees, until it seemed alive. 

And murmured like a hive. 

And when the winds of autumn, with a shout. 

Tossed its great arms about, 
The shining chestnuts, bursting from the i^heath. 

Dropped to the ground beneath. . 

And now some fragments of its branches bare. 

Shaped as a stately chair, 
Have by my hearthstone found a home at last. 

And whisper of the past. 

The Danish king could not in all his pride 

Repel the ocean tide. 
But, seated in this chair, I can in rhyme 

Roll back the tide of Time. 
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I see again, as one in vision sees, 

The blossoms and the bees, 
AucI liL-ar the ehUdren's voices shout and call, 

And the brown chestnuts fall. 

I see the smithy with its fires aglow, 

I hear the bellows blow, 
Afld the shrill hammers on the anvil beat 

The iron white with heat I 

And thus, dear children, have ye made for me 

This day a jubilee. 
And to my more than threescore years and ten 

Brought hack my youth again. 

The heart hath its own memory, like the mind. 

And in it are enshrined 
The precious keepsakes, into whicli is wrought 

The giver's loving thought. 

Only your love and your' remembrance could 

Give life to Uiis dead wood, 
And make these branches. leafless now so long. 

Blossom again in song. 



JDGURTHA. 
WricWn March I, 18TO. 

How cold are thy baths, Apollo ! 

Cried the African monarch, the splendid. 
As down to his death in the hollow 

Dark dimgcons of Rome he descended, 
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Uucrowned, unthroned, unattended ; 
How cold are thy baths, Ajwilo I 

How cold are thy baths, Apollo I 

Cried the Poet, imkuown, lui be friended. 

As the vision, that lured him to follow. 
With the mist and the darkness blended, 
And the dream of his life was ended ; 

How cold are thy baths, Apollo 1 

THE IRON PEN. 

Wntten Jnne 20, 1S7!). The pen was made of a lit o{ i 
from the priaon of BonDivard at Cliilian ; the handle of vn 
from the Friguts Constitution, find houiid with n circlet of go 
isuet with three prsGioua stonea from Siberin, Ceylnn, and Mai 
It iraa h gift from Miaa Uuleu Ha.mlin, of Baiigur, Moiue. 

I THOUGHT this Pen would arise 
From tlie easket where it lies — 
Of itself would arise and write 
My thanks aud my surprise. 

When you gave it me under the pines, 
1 dreamed these gems from the minea 

Of Siberia, Ceylon, and Maine 
Would glimmer as thoughts in the lines ; 

That this iron link from the chain 
Of Bonnivard might retain 

Some verse of the Poet who sang 
Of the prisoner and his pain ; 

That this wood from the frigate's mast 
Might write me a rhyme at last. 
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As it used to write on the sky 
The song of the sea and the blast. 

But motionless as I wait, 
Like a Bishop lying in state 

Lies the Pen, with its mitre of gold, 
And its jewels inviolate. 

Then must I speak, and say 

That the light of that summer day 

In the garden under the pines 
Shall not fade and pass away. 

I shall see you standing there, 
Caressed by the fragrant air. 

With the shadow on your face. 
And the simshine on your hair. 

I shall hear the sweet low tone 
Of a voice before miknown, 

Saying, " This is from me to you — 
From me, and to you alone." 

And in words not idle and vain 
I shall answer and thank you a<min 

For the gift, and the g^ce of the gift, 
O beautiful Helen of Maine ! 

And forever this gift will be 
As a blessing from you to me, 

As a drop of the dew of your youth 
On the leaves of an aged tree. 



244 ULTIMA THULE 



ROBERT BURNS. 

Written December 18, 1879. 

I SEE amid the fields of Ayr 

A ploughman, who, in foul and fair, 

Sings at his task 
So clear, we know not if it is 
The laverock's song we hear, or his, 

Nor care to ask. 

For him the ploughing of those fields 
A more ethereal harvest yields 

Than sheaves of grain ; 
Songs flush with purple bloom the rye, 
The plover's call, the curlew's cry. 

Sing in his brain. 

Touched by his hand, the wayside weed 
Becomes a flower ; the lowliest reed 

Beside the stream 
Is clothed with beauty ; gorse and grass 
And heather, where his footsteps pass. 

The brighter seem. 

He sings of love, whose flame illumes 
The darkness of lone cottage rooms ; 

He feels the force, 
The treacherous undertow and stress 
Of wayward passions, and no less 

The keen remorse. 



ROBERT BURNS 
At moments, wrestling with hi» fate. 
His voice is harsb/but not with liate ; 

The brusli-wood, hung 
Above the taveru door, lets fall 
Its bitter \eaS, its drop of gall 

Upon bis tongue. 

But still the music of bis song 
Kises o'er all, elate and strong ; 

Its master-cliords 
Are Maohood, Freedom, Brotherbood, 
Its discords but an interlude 

Between the words. 

And then to die so young and leave 
Unfinished what be might achieve I 

Yet better sure 
Is this, than wandering up and down 
An old man in a country town, 

Infirm and poor. 

For now he haunts his native land 
As an immortal youth ; his hand 

Guides every plongli ; 
He sits be»ide eacli inglo-nook. 
His voice is in each rushing brook, 

Eairb nistling bough. 

His presence haunts tliis room to-night, 
A form of mingled mist and light 

From that far coast, 
M'elcome beueaLli this roof of mine! 
Welcome ' tliis vacant chair is thine, 

Pat jpieat and gbost ! 
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HELEN OP TYRE. 

" FebcnsFy 20, 1872. Hetird Prufessor Sc4>h<wlei o 
H^OB, very inhtreetiuj; Knd curiona. Helen of Tyre Le o 
his Epiiuua, or self -«macion»Deisa. ' ' The poem ' 
camber 1. 18TS. The Bsxxat, Simon ifagw and Hcltn of Tgn il 
Tht Dioine Tragedg, waa written in ISll. 

AViiAT phantom is tliis that »ppearB 
Through the purple mists of the years, 

Itsi-lf but a mist like these ? 
A womau of cIoikI and of fire ; 
It is she ; it is Heleu of Tyre, 

The town in the midst of the seas. 

O l^re I ID thy crowded streets 
The phantom api)ear6 and petreata. 

And the Israelites that sell 
Thy lilies and lions of brass, 
Look up as they see her pass, 

And mumiur " Jezebel ! " 



Then another phantom is seen 
At her side, in a gray gabardine. 

With beard that floats to liis waist ; 
It is Simon Magus, the Seer ; 
He speaks, and she pauses to hear 

The words he utters in haste. 

He says : " From this evil fame. 
From this life of sorrow and shame, 

I will lift thee and make thee mine ; 
Thou hast been Qneen Candaee, 
And Helen of Troy, and shalt be 

The Intelligence Divine ! " 
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Oh, sweet as the breath of morn, 
To the fallen and forlorn 

Are whispered words of praise ; 
For the famished heart believes 
The falsehood that tempts and deceives, 

And the promise that betrays. 

So she follows from land to land 
The wizard's beckoning hand. 

As a leaf is blown by the gust, 
Till she vanishes into night. 
O reader, stoop down and write 

With thy finger in the dust. 

O town in the midst of the seas. 
With thy rafts of cedar trees. 

Thy merchandise and thy ships. 
Thou, too, art become as naught, 
A phantom, a shadow, a thought, 

A name upon men's lips. 



ELEGIAC. 

Dark is the morning with mist ; in the narrow 
mouth of the harbor 
Motionless lies the sea, under its curtain of 
cloud ; 
Dreamily glimmer the sails of ships on the distant 
horizon. 
Like to the towers of a town, built on the verge 
of the sea. 
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Slowly and stately and still, they sail forth into i 
the ocean ; 
With them sail my thoughts over the limitless 
deep. 
Farther and farther away, borne on by unsatisfied 
longings. 
Unto Hesperian isles, unto Auaonian shores. 

Now they have vanislied away, have disappeared in 
the ocean ; 
Sunk are the towers of the town into the depths 
of the sea ! 
AH have rauished but those that, moored in tlie 
neighboring roadstead, 
Sailless at anchor ride, looming so large in tho 
mist. 

Vanished, too, are the thoughts, the dim, unsatis- 
fied longings ; 
Sunk are the turrets of cloud into the ocean of 
dreams ; 
While in a haven of rest my heart is riding at an- 
chor. 
Held by the chains of love, held by the ancliors 
of trust I 



OLD ST. DAVID'S AT RADNOR. 

At the time af the Centuanial EiMbilioD at PhDadelpbia b 
1S76, Mr, LongfaDow, who wna a visitor, estobliahed himaalf with j 
his family at Roaemont, n few miles from the uity, in the im- 
mediate neighborhoinl of wliieh is t!ie did uhupch uf St. David's, 



OLD ST. DAVID'S AT RADNOR 

tlie onlgrowtli of bi 

What an image of pLiace and rest 

Is this little chuivh among its graves ! 
All ia so quiet ; the troubled breast, 
The wounded spirit, tlie heart oppressed, 
Here may find the repose it craves. 

See, how the ivy climbs and expa^ids 

Over this humble Iierniitage, 
And seems to caress with its little hands 
The rough, gray stones, as a child that stands 

Caressiug the wiiukled cheeks of age ! 

Ynu cross the threshold ; and dhii and small 

Is the space that serves for the Slieitherd's Fold ; 
The narrow aisle, the bare, white wall, 
The pews, and the pulpit quaint and tall. 
Whisper and say : " Alas I we are old." 

Herbert's chapel at Bemerton 

Hardly more spacious is than this ; 
Bnt poet and pastor, blent in one. 
Clothed with a splendor, as of the sim. 

That lowly and holy edifice. 

It is not the wall of stone without 

Tliat makes the building small or great, 

But tlie soul's light shining round about. 

And the faith that overcoineth doubt. 
And the love that stronger is than hate. 

Were I a pilgrim in oeapch of peace, 
Were I a pastor of Holy Church, 
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More than a Bishop^s diocese 
Should I prize this place of rest and release 
From farther longing and further search. 

Here would I stay, and let the world 
With its distant thunder roar and roll ; 

Storms do not rend the sail that is furled ; 

Nor like a dead leaf, tossed and whirled 
In an eddy of wind, is the anchored soul. 



FOLK-SONGS 

THE SIFTING OF PETER. 

Written NoTember 2, 1879. 

In St. Luke's Gospel we are told 
How Peter in the days of old 

Was sifted ; 
And now, though ages intervene, 
Sin is the same, while time and scene 

Are shifted. 

Satan desires us, great and small. 
As wheat to sift us, and we all 

Are tempted ; 
Not one, however rich or. great. 
Is by his station or estate 

Exempted. 

No house so safely guarded is 

But he, by some devitje of his. 

Can enter ; 
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No heart hath armor so complete 
But he can pierce with arrows fleet 
Its centre. 

For all at last the cock will crow, 
Who hear the warning voice, but go 

Unheeding, 
Till thrice and more they have denied 
The Man of Sorrows, crucified 

And bleeding. 

One look of that pale suffering face 
Will make us feel the deep disgrace 

Of weakness ; 
We shall be sifted till the strength 
Of self-conceit be changed at length 

To meekness. 

Wounds of the soul, though healed, will ache ; 
The reddening scars remain, and make 

Confession ; 
Lost innocence returns no moixj ; 
We are not what we were before 

Transgression. 

But noble souls, through dust and heat, 
liisc from disaster and defeat 

The stronger; 
And conscious still of the divine 
Within them, lie on earth supine 

No longer. 
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MAIDEN AND WEATHERCOCK. 

Written January 1, 1880. 



MAIDEN. 



Weathercock on the village spire, 
With your golden feathers all on fire, 
Tell me, what can you see from your perch 
Above there over the tower of the church ? 

WEATHERCOCK. 

1 can see the roofs and the streets below, 
And the people moving to and fro. 

And beyond, without either roof or street. 
The great salt sea, and the fishermen's fleet. 

1 can see a ship come sailing in 
Beyond the headlands and harbor of Ljmn, 
And a young man standing on the deck, 
With a silken kerchief round his neck. 

Now he is pressing it to his lips. 
And now he is kissing his finger-tips. 
And now he is lifting and waving his hand. 
And blowing the kisses toward the land. 

MAIDEN. 

Ah, that is the ship from over the sea, 
That is bringing my lover back to me. 
Bringing my lover so fond and true. 
Who does not change with the wind like you. 
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WEATHERCOCK. 

If I change with all the winds that blow, 
It is only because they made me so, 
And people would think it wondrous strange, 
If I, a Weathercock, should not change. 

O pretty Maiden, so fine and fair. 

With your dreamy eyes and your golden hair, 

When you and your lover meet to-day 

You will thank me for looking some other way. 

THE WINDMILL. 

Written March 13, 1880. 

Behold ! a giant am 1 1 

Aloft here in my tower. 

With my granite jaws I devour 

The maize, and the wheat, and the rye, 
And grind them into flour. 

I look down over the farms ; 

In the fields of grain I see 

The harvest that is to be, 
And I fling to the air my arms, 

For I know it is all for me. 

I hear the sound of flails 

Far off, from the threshing-floors 
In barns, with their open doors. 

And the wind, the wind in my sails. 
Louder and louder roars. 
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I stand here in my place, 

With my foot on the rock below. 
And whichever way it may blow 

I meet it face to face, 

As a brave man meets his foe. 

And while we wrestle and strive, 
My master, the miller, stands 
And feeds me with his hands ; 

For he knows who makes him thrive, 
Who makes him lord of lands. 

On Sundays I take my rest ; 
Church-going bells begin 
Their low, melodious din ; 

I cross my arms on my breast. 
And all is peace within. 



THE TIDE RISES, THE TIDE FALLS. 

Written September 11, 1879. 

The tide rises, the tide falls, 
The twilight darkens, the curlew calls ; 
Along the sea-sands damp and brown 
The traveller hastens toward the town. 
And the tide rises, the tide falls. 

Darkness settles on roofs and walls. 
But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls ; 
The little waves, with their soft, white hands, 
Efface the footprints in the sands. 
And the tide rises, the tide falls. 

Line 22. But the sea in the darkness calls and calls. 



THE BURIAL OF PHE POET 

The morning breaks ; tlie steeds in their stalla 
8tamp and neigh, oa the hostler calls ; 
The day returns, but nevermore 
Itetuma the traveller to the shore, 
And the tide rises, the tide falls. 



MY CATUEDRAL. 
Written AprU 21), 18TO. 

Like two cathedral towers these stately pines 
Uplift their fretted summits tipped with iroiies ; 
The arch beneath them is not built with stones, 
Kot Art but Nature traced these lovely lines. 

And carved this graceful arabesque of vines ; 
No organ hut the wind here sighs and moans, 
No sepulchre conceals a martyr's tmneH, 
No marble bishop on his tomb reclines. 

Enter ! the pavement, carpeted with leaves, 
Gives back a softened echo to thy treatl I 
Listen ! the choir is singing ; all the birds, 

In leafy galleries beneath the eaves, 
Are singing I listen, ere the sound be fled, 
And learn there may he worship without words. 



THE BURIAL OF THE POET. 
Written Fuliniary 10, ISTO. 
BICBABD IIKNRV DAKA. 

Is the old churchyard of bis native town. 
And in the ancestral tomb l)esidi> the wall, 
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We laid him in tho sleep that comes to all. 
And left him to his rest and his renown. 

The snow was falling.'SS if Heaven dropped down I 
White flowers of Paiatliae to strew his pall ; 
The doatl around liim seemed to wake, and call J 
His name, as worthy of so white a crown. 

And now the moon is shining on the scene. 
And the broad sheet of snow is written o'er 
With shadows cruciform of leafless trees, 

As once the winding-sheet of Sala^lin 

With chapters of the Koran ; bnt, ah ! more 
Mjeterioos and triumphant signs are these. 



Written April ] 8, 1879. 

Into the darkness and the hiish of night 
Slowly the landscape sinks, and fades away, 
And with it fade the phantoms of the day, 
The ghosts of men and things, that haunt the! 
light. 

The crowd, the clamor, the pursuit, the flight, 
The unprofitahle splendor and display, 
The agitations, and the cares that prey 
Upon our hearts, all vanish out of sight. 

The better life begins ; the world no more 
Molests us ; all its records we erase 
From the dull commonplace book of our lives. 

That like a j)alimpsest is written o'er 
With trivial incidents of time and place. 
And lo ! the ideal, hidden beneath, r 
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UENVOI 

Written April 8, 1880. 

THE POET AND HIS SONGS. 

As the birds come in the Spring, 

We know not from where ; 
As the stars come at evening 

From depths of the air ; 

As the rain comes from the cloud, 
And the brook from the ground ; 

As suddenly, low or loud, 
Out of silence a sound ; 

As the grape comes to the vine, 

The fruit to the tree ; 
As the wind comes to the pine. 

And the tide to the sea ; 

As come the white sails of ships 

O'er the ocean's verge ; 
As comes the smile to the lips. 

The foam to the surge ; 

So come to the Poet his songs. 

All hitherward blown 
From the misty realm, that belongs 

To the vast Unknown. 

His, and not his, are the lays 
He sings ; and theii* fame 
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Is his, and not his ; and the praise 
And the pride of a name. 

For voices pursue him by day, 
And haunt him by night. 

And he listens, and needs must obey, 
When the Angel says : " Write I " 



IN THE HAEBOE 

Shortly after Mr. Longfolloir's death, the cullaction entitled 
Jn ihe Har&DT, Ultima Thaie, Part U., waa published, beiLria|r 
npoa the title-page fur a, motto the final staoia in tJie dedioatury 
poem whicb introduaea Ultima Thaie. The tire Craoiilatiuna ciiu- 
taiued in the volume will be found, with the other pieces of the 
game class, collected in the volume which closes Mr. Longfellow's 
poetiual wotkn in this edition. 

BECALMED. 

Becalmed upon the sea of Thought, 
Still unattaiued the land it sought, 
My minct, with looaely-hnngiug aaila. 
Lies waiting the auspicious gales. 

On either side, behind, before, 
The ocean stretches like a floor, — 
A level floor of amethyst. 
Crowned by a golden dome of mist. 

Blow, breath of inspiration, blowl 
Shake and uplift this golden glow I 
And fill the canvas of the mind 
With wafts of thy celestial wind. 

Blow, breath of songl until I feel 
The straining sail, the lifting keel. 
The life of the awakening sea, 
Its motion and its mystery I 



IN THE HARBOR 



THE POETS CALENDAR. 



These stanuu were wiitteii at voriaus tiiiiea, on half-sbeelH of I 
paper, ifurci U dated December]], ISJS; April, April 6, ISSOj 
ttoni June tu DectTnber, betwwgn Ducomber 21, ItitjU, aud Jauo- | 



JANUARY. 
Janus am I ; oldest of potentates ; 

Forwai-d I look, and backwai-d, and lielow 
I count, as god of avenues and gates, 

The years tliat through my portals oome and gov J 

I block the roads, and drift the fields with snow ; 

I chase the wild-fowl from the frozen feu ; 
My frosts congeal the rivers in their flow. 

My fires light up the hearths and hearts of 




FEBRUARY. 
I am lustration ; and the sea is mine I 

I wash the sands and headlands with my 
tide; 
My brow is crowned with branches of the pine ; 

Before my chariot- wheels the fishes glide. 
By me all things unclean are purified, 

By me the souls of men washed white again ; 
E'en the unlovely tombs of those who died 

Without a dirge, I cleanse from every btsan. 



I Martins am 1 Once first, and now the third I 
To lead the Year was my appointed place ; 
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A mortal disjtossessetl me by a word, 

Aud set there Janus with tlm double fa£0. 

Ilenire I make war on all tlie huimin i-ace; 
I shake the cities with my Imrrieanea ; 

I fl(X>d the rivers and their banks efface. 

And drown the farms and hamlets with i 



I open wide the portals of the Spring 

To welcome the procesaion of the flowere, 
Witli their gay banners, and the birds that sing 

Their song of songs from their aerial towers. 
I soften with my sunshine and my aliuwers 

The heart of earth ; with thoughts of love I glide 
Into the hearts of men ; aud with the Hours 

Upon the Bull with wreathed horns 1 ride. 



Hark ! The sea-faring wild-fowl loud proclaim 

My coming, and the swarming of the bees. 
These are my heralds, and beiiold I my naino 

Is written in blossoms on the hawthorn-trees. 
I tell the mariner when to sail the seas ; 

1 waft o'er all the laud from far away 
The breath and bloom of the Hesperides, 

My birthplace. I am Maia. I am May. 

JUNK 
Mine is the Month of Roses ; yes, and mine 

The Month of Marriages I All pleasant sights 
And scents, the fra^ance of the blossoming vine. 

The foliage of the valleys and the heights. 
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Mine are tite longest days, tlie loveliest nights ; 

The inowur's scythe umki^ii mueiu to my sar; 
I uin tbe inuther of alt dear dehgbts ; 

1 am tbe fairest daughter of tbe year. 

JULY. 
My emblem la tbe Lion, and I breathe 

The breath of Libyan deserts o'er the land ; 
My sickle oa a sabre I unsheathe. 

And bent before me the pale harvests stand. 
The lakes and rivers sbiink at my command. 

And there ia thirst and fever in the air ; 
Tbe sky is changed to brass, the earth to sand ; 

I am the Emperor whose name I bear. 



The Emperor Octavian, called tbe Augast, 

1 being bis favorite, bestowed his name 
Upon itie, and I bold it still in trust, 

lu memory of him and of his fame. 
I am tbe Virgin, and my vestal flame 

Bums less intensely than the Lion's rags ; 
Sheaves are my only garlands, and I claim 

The golden Harvests as my heritage. 

SEPTEMBER. 
I bear the Scales, where hang in equipoise 

The night and day ; and when unto my lips 
I put my trumpet, with its stress and noise 

Fly the white clouds like tattered sails of ships ; I 

The tree-tops lash the air with sounding whips ; 

Southward the clamorous sea-fowl wing theif I 

flight ; 
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The hedges are all red with haws and hips, 

The Hunter's Moon reigns empreas of the 
night. 

OCTOBER. 
My ornaments are fruits ; my garments leaves, 

Woven like cloth of gold, and crimson dyed ; 
I do not boast the harveatiiig of sheaves, 

O'er orchards and o'er vineyards I prcHide. 
Though on the frigid Scorpion 1 ride, 

Tlie dreamy air is full, and overflows 
With tender uieniories of the summer-tide, 

And mingled voices of the doves and crows. 

NOVEMBER. 
The Centaur, Sagittarius, am I, 

Born of Ixion'a and the cloud's embrace ; 
With soimding hoofs across the earth I fly, 

A steed Thessalian with a human face. 
Sharp winds the arrows are with which I chase 

The leaves, half dead alreatly with affright ; 
I shroud myself in gloom ; and to the race 

Of mortals bring nor comfort nor delight. 

DECEMBER. 
Riding upon the Goat, with snow-white hair, 

I eome, the last of aU. This crown of mine 
la of the holly ; in my hand I bear 

The thyrsus, tipped with fragrant cones of pine. 
I celebrate the birth of the Divine, 

And the return of the Saturnian reign ; — 
My songs are carols sung at every shrine. 

Proclaiming " Peace on earth, good will to men." 
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AUTUMN WITHIN. 

Wiitten April 9, 1874. 

It is autumn ; not without, 
But within me is the cold. 

Youth and spring are all about ; 
It is I that have grown old. 

Birds are darting through the air. 
Singing, building without rest ; 

Life is stirring everywhere. 
Save within my lonely breast. 

There is silence : the dead leaves 
Fall and rustle and are still ; 

Beats no flail upon the sheaves, 
Comes no murmur from the milL 



THE FOUR LAKES OF MADISON. 

Written January 15, 1876. 

Four limpid lakes, — four Naiades 
Or sylvan deities are these, 

In flowing robes of azure dressed ; 
Four lovely handmaids, that uphold 
Their shining mirrors, rimmed with gold, 

To the fair city in the West. 

By day the coursers of the sun 
Drink of these waters as they run 
Their swift diurnal round on high ; 



VICTOR AND VANQUISHED 

By night the consteUationa glow 

Far down the hollow deepa below, 

And glimmer in another sky. 

Fair lakes, serene and full of light, 
Fair town, arrayed in robes of white. 

How visionary je appear ! 
All like a floating landscape seems 
In cloud-land or the land of dreams, 

Bathed in a golden atmosphere ! 



VICTOR AND VANQUISHED. 
Written April 4, 187(1. 

As one who long hath fled with panting breath 
Before his foe, bleeding and near to fall, 
I turn and set my back against the wall. 
And look thee in the face, triumphant Death. 

I call for aid, and no one answereth ; 

I am alone with thee, who oonquerest all j 
Yet uie thy threatening form doth not appall, 
For thou art but a phantom and a wraith. 

Wounded and weak, sword broken at the hilt, 
With armor shattered, and without a shield, 
I stand unmove<I ; do with me what thou wilt ; 

I Clin resist no more, but will not yield. 
This is no tournament where cowards tilt ; 
The vanquishuJ here is victor of the field. 
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MOONLIGHT. 

Written December 20, 1878. 

As a pale phantom with a lamp 
Ascends some ruin's hamited stair. 

So glides the moon along the damp 
Mysterious chambers of the air. 

Now hidden in cloud, and now revealed. 
As if this phantom, full of pain, 

Were by the crumbling walls concealed. 
And at the windows seen again. 

Until at last, serene and proud 
In all the splendor of her light, 

She walks the terraces of cloud, 
Supreme as Empress of the Night 

I look, but recognize no more 

Objects familiar to my view ; 
The very pathway to my door 

Is an enchanted avenue. 

AU things are changed. One mass of shade. 
The elm-trees drop their curtains down ; 

By palace, park, and colonnade 
I walk as in a foreign town. 

The very ground beneath my feet 

Is clothed with a diviner air ; 
While marble paves the silent street 

And glimmers in the empty square. 



THE CHILDREN'S CRUSADE 
lUusion 1 Underneath there lies 

The conmioD life of every day ; 
Only the spirit glorifies 

With its own tints the sober gray. 

In vain we look, in vain uplift 

Our eyes to heaven, if we are blind ; 

We see but what we have tlie gift 
Of seeing ; what we bring we find. 



THE CHILDBKN'S CRUSADE. 

The Children's Crusade was be^n March 23, 1879, bqt was 
left unfinislied. It is fuunded apoD lui event wbtoh occurred in 
ihi year 1212. An tinny of tweuty tbonsand children, moHtl; 
boys, under the lead ot a. boy of fan years, named Nicolas, sot out 
flora Cologne for Clie Holy Land. Wben they reached Genoa 
only eaTCB thausond Temajucd. There, oh the iea did not divide 
to allow thorn to toarah dry^hod to iho Euat, they broke up. 
Some gut as far as Eome ; tira ship-loads sailed from Pian, and 
were uot heard of again ; the rest straggled back to Gertuoy. 



What is this I read in history, 
Full of marvel, full of mystery. 
Difficult to understand ? 
Is it fiction, is It tnith ? 
Children in the flower of youth. 
Heart in heart, and hand in hand, 
Ignorant of what helps or harms. 
Without armor, without arms. 
Journeying to tlie Holy Landl 
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Who shall answer or divine ? 
Never since the world was made 
Such a wonderful crusade 
Started forth for Palestine. 
Never while the world shall last 
Will it reproduce the past ; 
Never will it see again 
Such an army, such a band. 
Over mountain, over main, 
Journeying to the Holy Land. 

Like a shower of blossoms blown 
From the parent trees were they ; 
Like a flock of birds that fly 
Through the unfrequented sky. 
Holding nothing as their own. 
Passed they into lands unknown, 
Passed to suifer and to die. 

O the simple, child-like trust ! 
O the faith that could believe 
What the harnessed, iron-mailed 
Knights of Christendom had failed. 
By their prowess, to achieve, 
They, the children, could and must ! 

Little thought the Hermit, preaching 

Holy Wars to knight and baron. 

That the words dropped in his teaching. 

His entreaty, his beseeching. 

Would by children's hands be gleaned, 

And the staff on which he leaned 

Blossom like the rod of Aaron. 



THE CHILDREN'S CRUSADE 

As a summer wind upheaves 

The innumerable leaves 

In the bosom of a wood, — 

Not as separate leaves, but massed 

All together by the blast, — 

So for evil or for good 

His resistless breath upheaved 

All at once the many-leaved, 

Many-thougltted midtitude. 

In the tumult of the air 
Kock the bonghs with all the nesta 
Cradled on their tossing crests ; 
By the fervor of his prayer 
Troubled heai'ts were everywhere 
Rocked and tossed in human bruasts. 

For a century, at least, 
His prophetic voice bad ceased ; 
But the air was heated still 
By his lurid words and will. 
As from fires in far-off woods, 
In the autumn of the year. 
An unwonted fever broods 
In the sultry atmosphere. 



In Cologne the bells were ringing, 
In Cologne the nuns were singing 
Hymns and canticles divine ; 
Loud the monks sang in their stalls, 
And the thronging streets were loud 
With tliu voices of the crowd ; — 
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Underneath the city walls 
Silent flowed the river Rhine. 

From the gates, that summer day, 
Clad in robes of hodden gray, 
With the red cross on the breast, 
Azure-eyed and golden-haired, 
Forth the young crusaders fared ; 
While above the band devoted 
Consecrated banners floated. 
Fluttered many a flag and streamer, 
And the cross o'er all the rest 1 
Singing lowly, meekly, slowly, 
** Give us, give us back the holy 
Sepulchre of the Redeemer 1 " 
On the vast procession pressed. 
Youths and maidens. . . • 

III. 

Ah I what master hand shall paint 
How they journeyed on their way. 
How the days grew long and dreary. 
How their little feet grew weary. 
How their little hearts grew faint ! 

Ever swifter day by day 

Flowed the homeward river ; ever 

More and more its whitening current 

Broke and scattered into spray. 

Till the calmly-flowing river 

Changed into a mountain torrent. 

Rushing from its glacier green 

Down through chasm and black ravine. 



THE CHILDREN'S CRUSADE 5 

Like a phixnix in its nest, 
Burned the red aun in the West, 
Siuking in an aslien cloud ; 
In the East, above the crest 
Of the aea-like mountain chain. 
Like a, phoenix from itu shroud, 
Came tho red aun back again. 

Now avound them, white with snow. 
Closed the uioimtain peaks. Below, 
Headlong from the precipice 
Down into the dark abyss. 
Plunged the cataract, white with foam; 
Aud it said, or seemed to say : 
" Oh return, while yet you may, 
Foolish children, to your home, 
There the Holy City is I " 

But the dauntless leader said : 
" Faint not, though your bleeding feet 
O'er these slippery paths of aleet 
Move but painfully and slowly ; 
Other feet than yours have bled ; 
Other tears than yours been shed. 
Courage I lose not heart or Iioira ; 
On the mountains' southern slope 
Lies Jerusalem the Holy ! " 
A& a white rose in its pride, 
By the wind in summer-tide 
Tossed and loosened from the branch. 
Showers its jietals o'er the ground. 
From tlie disbvnt mountain's side, 
Scattering all ita snows around, 
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With mysterious, muffled sound. 
Loosened, fell the avalanche. 
Voices, echoes far and near, 
Koar of winds and waters blending. 
Mists uprising, clouds impending. 
Filled them with a sense of fear, 
Formless, nameless, never ending. 



SUNDOWN. 

Written July 24, 1879. 

The sunmier sun is sinking low ; 
Only the tree-tops redden and glow : 
Only the weathercock on the spire 
Of the neighboring church is a flame of fire ; 
All is in shadow below. 

O beautiful, awful summer day. 
What hast thou given, what taken away ? 
Life and death, and love and hate. 
Homes made happy or desolate. 
Hearts made sad or gay ! 

On the road of life one mile-stone more ! 
In the book of life one leaf turned o'er ! 
Like a red seal is the setting sun 
On the good and the evil men have done, — 
Naught can to-day restore ! 



FOUR BY THE CLOCK 273 

CHIMES. 

Written August 28, 1879. 

Sweet chimes ! that in the loneliness of night 
Salute the passing hour, and in the dark 
And silent chambers of the household mark 
The movements of the myriad orbs of light ! 

Through my closed eyelids, by the inner sight, 
I see the constellations in the arc 
Of their great circles moving on, and hark I 
I almost hear them singing in their flight. 

Better than sleep it is to lie awake, 
O'er-canopied by the vast starry dome 
Of the immeasurable sky ; to feel 

The slumbering world sink under us, and make 
Hardly an eddy, — a mere rush of foam 
On the great sea beneath a sinking keeL 

FOUR BY THE CLOCK. 

'* Nahant, September 8, 1880, four o'clock in the morning." 

Four by the clock ! and yet not day ; 
But the great world rolls and wheels away. 
With its cities on land, and its ships at sea, 
Into the dawn that is to be ! 

Only the lamp in the anchored bark 
Sends its glimmer across the dark. 
And the heavy breathing of the sea 
Is the only sound that comes to me. 
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Farewells, that better might be called predictions, 
Being fore-shadowings of the future, thrown 
Into the vast Unknown. 

Faith overleaps the confines of our reason, 
And if by faith, as in old times was said. 

Women received their dead 
Raised up to life, then only for a season 
Our partings are, nor shall we wait in vain 

Until we meet again I 



ELEGIAC VERSE. 

Written at varions times, mostly between April and July, 1881. 
In the notes at the end of the yoliune will be found further ex- 
amples. 

I. 

Peradventure of old, some bard in Ionian Islands, 
Walking alone by the sea, hearing the wash of 
the waves, 
Learned the secret from them of the beautiful 
verse elegiac, 
Breathing into his song motion and sound of the 
sea. 

For as the wave of the sea, upheaving in long un- 
dulations. 
Plunges loud on the sands, paa^ses, and turns, 
and retreats. 
So the Hexameter, rising and singing, with cadence 
sonorous, 
Falls ; and in refluent rhythm back the Pen- 
tameter flows. 
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n. 



Not in his youth alone, but in age, may the heart 
of the 2)oet 
Bloom into song, as the gorse blossoms in au- 
tumn and spring. 

III. 

Not in tenderness wanting, yet rough are the 
rhymes of our poet ; 
Though it be Jacob's voice, Esau's, alas ! are the 
hands. 

rv. 

Let us be grateful to writers for what is left in the 
inkstand ; 
When to leave off is an art only attained by the 
few. 

V. 

How can the Three be One ? you ask me ; I an- 
swer by asking, 
Hail and snow and rain, are they not three, and 
yet one ? 

VI. 

By the mirage uplifted, the land floats vague in 
the ether. 
Ships and the shadows of ships hang in the mo- 
tionless air ; 
So by the art of the poet our common life is up- 
lifted. 
So, transfigured, the world floats in a luminous 
haze. 
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vn. 

Like a French poem is Life ; being only perfect in 
structure 
When with the masculine rhymes mingled the 
feminine are. 

VIII. 

Down from the mountain descends the brooklet, 
rejoicing in freedom ; 
Little it dreams of the mill hid in the valley 
below; 
Glad with the joy of existence, the child goes sing- 
ing and laughing, 
Little dreaming wlxat toils lie in the future con- 
cealed. 

IX. 

As the ink from our pen, so flow our thoughts and 
our feelings 
When we begin to write, however sluggish be- ' 
fore. 

X. 

Like the Kingdom of Heaven, the Fountain of 
Youth is within us : 
If we seek it elsewhere, old shall we grow in 
the search. 

XI. 

If you would hit the mark, you must aim a little 
above it ; 
Every arrow that flies feels the attraction of 
eailh. 



i 
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XII. 

Wisely the Hebrews admit no Present tense in 
their language ; 
"While we are speaking the word, it is already 
the Past. 

xin. 

In the twilight of age all things seem strange and 
phantasmal. 
As between daylight and dark ghost-like the 
landscape appears. 

XIV. 

Great is the art of beginning, but greater the art 
is of ending ; 
Many a poem is marred by a superfluous verse. 

THE CITY AND THE SEA. 

Written May 12, 1881. 

The panting City cried to the Sea, 

" I am faint with heat, — Oh breathe on me I " 

And the Sea said, " Lo, I breathe ! but my breath 
To some will be life, to others death ! " 

As to Prometheus, bringing ease 
In pain, come the Oceanides, 

So to the City, hot with the flame 

Of the pitiless sun, the east wind came. 



HERMES TRISMEGISTUS 2 

It came from the heaving breast of the deep, 
Silent as dreams are, and sudden as sleep. 

Life-giving, death-giving, which will it be ; 
O breath of the merciful, merciless Sea ? 



IS, 1881. 

Oft T remember those whom I have known 
In other days, to whom my heart was led 
Ah by a magnet, and who are nut dead, 
But absent, and their memories overgrown 

With other thoughts and troubles of my own. 
As graves with grasses are. and at their head 
The stone with moss and lichens so o'ei 

spread, 
Nothing is legible hut the name alnne. 

And is it so with them ? After long years. 
Do they remember me in the same way, 
And is the memory pleasant as to mc? 

I fear to aak ; yet wherefore are my fears ? 
l^lcasures, like flowers, may wither and decay, 
And yet the root perennial may be. 



HERMES TRISMEGISTUS. 

[Written Octolier 5, ISSL] Aa Si^leiiciu narrBtes, Hemea 
daaaribes the pHacipIes that rank as wliolm in two myriads of 
boulu; or, u ve ■re infoiniHd by Msnetho, ha perfectly unfolitnil 
tlieae principles in Uuve myriiulB ail thoiuHuid tive hundreii luul 

Iweiity-HvB viUunua. . . . 
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diis dehj. ukfcnbifi^ all ihisx o 

Still through Egypt's desert fdaees 

Flows the lordly Nile, 
From its banks the great stone fioes 

Gaze with patient smile. 
Still the pyramids imperious 

Pierce the doadless skies, 
And the Sphinx stares with mysterious. 

Solemn, stony eyes. 

Bat where are the old Egyptian 

Demi-gods and kings ? 
Nothing left bat an inscription 

Grayen on stones and rings. 
Where are Helios and Hephaestos, 

Gods of eldest eld ? 
Where is Hermes Trismegistus, 

Who their secrets held? 

Where are now the many handred 

Thoasand books he wrote ? 
By the ThaamatargLsts plandered. 

Lost in lands remote ; 
In obliyion sank foreyer. 

As when o"er the land 
Blows a storm-wind, in the riyer 

Sinks the scattered sand. 

Something nnsabstantial, ghostly. 
Seems this Thenrgist, 
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In deep meditation mo6tly 

Wrapped, as in a mist. 
Vague, phantasmal, and unreal 

To our thought he seems, 
Walking in a world ideal, 

In a land of dreams. 

Was he one, or many, merging 

Name and fame in one. 
Like a stream, to which, converging, 

Many streamlets run ? 
Till, with gathered power proceeding. 

Ampler sweep it takes. 
Downward the sweet waters leading 

From unnumbered lakes. 

By the Nile I see him wandering. 

Pausing now and then. 
On the mystic imion pondering 

Between gods and men ; 
Half beUeving, whoUy f eeUng, 

With supreme delight. 
How the gods, themselves concealing. 

Lift men to their height. 

Or in Thebes, the hundred-gated, 

In the thoroughfare 
Breathing, as if consecrated, 

A diviner air ; 
And amid discordant noises. 

In the jostling throng. 
Hearing far, celestial voices 

Of Olympian song. 
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Who shall call his dreams fallacious ? 

Who has searched or sought 
All the unexplored and spacious 

Universe of thought? 
Who, in his own skill confiding, 

Shall with rule and line 
Mark the border-land dividing 

Human and divine ? 

Trismegistus ! three times greatest ! 

How thy name sublime 
Has descended to this latest 

Progeny of time ! 
Happy they whose written pages 

Perish with their lives, 
If amid the crumbling ages 

Still their name survives I 

Thine, O priest of Egypt, lately 

Found I in the vast, 
Weed-encumbered, sombre, stately, 

Grave-vard of the Past ; 
And a presence moved before me 

On that gloomy shore. 
As a waft of wind, that o'er me 

Breathed, and was no more. 

TO THE AVON. 

Flow on, sweet river ! like his verse 
Who lies beneath this sculptured hearse ; 
Nor wait beside the churchyard wall 
For him who cannot hear thy call. 
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Thy playmate once ; I see him now 
A boy with sunshine on his brow, 
And hear in Stratford's quiet street 
The patter of his little feet. 

I see him by thy shallow edge 
Wading knee-deep amid the sedge ; 
And lost in thought, as if thy stream 
Were the swift river of a dream. 

He wonders whitherward it flows ; 
And fain would follow where it goes, 
To the wide world, that shall erelong 
Be filled with his melodious song. 

Flow on, fair stream ! That dream is o'er ; 
He stands upon another shore ; 
A vaster river near him flows. 
And still he follows where it goes. 



PRESIDENT GARFIELD. 

" E venni dal martirio a questa pace." 

ParaduOt XV. 148. 

Pablished in The Independent^ October 0, 1881. Mr. Longfel- 
low quotes Dante's wonls in his own version. 

These words the poet heard in Paradise, 
Uttered by one wlio, bravely dying here. 
In tlie true faith was living in that sphere 
Where the celestial cross of sacrifice 

Spread its protecting arms atliwart the skies ; 
And set thereon, like jewels crystal clear. 
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The souls magnanimous, that knew not fear. 
Flashed their effulgence on his dazzled eyes. 

Ah me ! how dark the discipline of pain, 

Were not the suffering followed by the sense 
Of infinite rest and infinite release ! 

This is our consolation ; and again 

A great soul cries to us in our suspense, 

" I came from martyrdom unto this peace 1 '* 



MY BOOKS. 

Written December 27, 1881. 

Sadly as some old mediaBval knight 

Gazed at the arms he could no longer wield. 
The sword two-handed and the shining shield 
Suspended in the hall, and full in sight, 

While secret longings for the lost delight 
Of tourney or adventure in the field 
Came over him, and tears but half concealed 
Trembled and fell upon his beard of white, 

So I behold these books upon their shelf, 
My ornaments and arms of other days ; 
Not wholly useless, though no longer used. 

For they remind me of my other self. 

Younger and stronger, and the pleasant ways 
In which I walked, now clouded and conf used« 
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MAD RIVER, 

IN THE WHITE MOUNTAINS. 

Written January 7, 1882. 

TBAYELLEB. 

Why dost thou wildly rush and roar, 

Mad River, O Mad River ? 
Wilt thou not pause and cease to pour 
Thy hurrying, headlong waters o'er 

This rocky shelf forever ? 

What secret trouble stirs thy breast ? 

Why all this fret and flurry ? 
Dost thou not know that what is best 
In this too restless world is rest 

From over-work and worry ? 

THE RIVER. 

What wouldst thou in these mountains seek, 

O stranger from the city ? 
Is it perhaps some foolish freak 
Of tliine, to put the woixls I speak 

Into a plaintive ditty ? 

TRAVELLER. 

Yes ; I would learn of thee thy song, 

With all its flowing numbers, 
And in a voice as fresh and strong 
As thine is, sing it all day long, 

And hear it in my slumbers. 
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THE RIYEB. 

A brooklet nameless and unknown 

Was I at first, resembling 
A little child, that all alone 
Comes venturing down the stairs of stone, 

Irresolute and trembling. 

Later, by wayward fancies led. 
For the wide world I panted ; 

Out of the forest, dark and dread, 

Across the open fields I fled. 

Like one pursued and haunted. 

I tossed my arms, I sang aloud. 

My voice exultant blending 

With thunder from the passing cloud. 

The wind, the forest bent and bowed, 

The rush of rain descending. 

I heard the distant ocean call, 

Imploring and entreating ; 
Drawn onward, o'er this rocky wall 
I plunged, and the loud waterfall 

Made answer to the greeting. 

And now, beset with many ills, 

A toilsome life I follow ; 
Compelled to carry from the hills 
These logs to the impatient mills 

Below there in the hollow. 

Yet something ever cheers and charms 
The rudeness of my labors ; 
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Dally I water with these arms 
The cattle of a hundred farms. 

And have the birds for neighbors. 

Men call me Mad, and well they may, 

When, full of rage and trouble, 
I burst my banks of sand and clay. 
And sweep their wooden bridge away. 
Like withered reeds or stubble. 

Now go and write thy little rhyme. 

As of thine own creating. 
Thou seest the day is past its prime ; 
I can no longer waste my time ; 

The mills are tired of waiting. 



POSSIBILITIES. 

Written January 17, 1882. 

Where are the Poets, unto whom belong 

The Olympian heights ; whose singing shafts 

were sent 
Straight to the mark, and not from bows half 

bent, 
But with the utmost tension of the tliong ? 

Where are the stately argosies of song, 

Whoso rushing keels made music as they went 
Sailing in search of some new continent, 
With all sail set, and steady winds and strong ? 

Perhaps there lives some dreamy boy, untaught 
In schools, some graduate of the field or street, 
Who shall become a master of the art, 
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An admiral sailing the high seas of thought, 
Fearless and first, and steering with his fleet 
For lands not yet laid down in any chart. 



DECORATION DAY. 

Written February 3, 1882. 

Sleep, comrades, sleep and rest 

On this Field of the Grounded Arms, 

Where foes no more molest. 
Nor sentry's shot alarms ! 

Ye have slept on the ground before, 

And started to your feet 
At the cannon's sudden roar, 

Or the drum's redoubling beat. 

But in this camp of Death 

No sound your slumber breaks ; 

Here is no fevered breath, 

No wound that bleeds and acheSo 

All is repose and peace, 

Untrampled lies the sod ; 
The shouts of battle cease, 

It is the truce of God ! 

Rest, comrades, rest and sleep ! 

The thoughts of men shall be 
As sentinels to keep 

Your rest from danger free. 
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Your silent tents of green 

We deck with fragrant flowers ; 
Yours has the suffering been, 

The memory shall be ours. 



A FRAGMENT. 

Awake I arise ! the hour is late I 
Angels are knocking at thy door I 

They are in haste and cannot wait. 
And once departed come no more. 

Awake ! arise I the athlete's arm 
Loses its strength by too much rest ; 

The fallow land, the untiUed farm 
Produces only weeds at best. 

LOSS AND GAIN. 

When I compare 
What I have lost with what I have gained, 
What I have missed with what attained. 
Little room do I And for pride. 

I am aware 
How many days have been idly s])ent ; 
How like an arrow the good intent 
Has fallen short or been turned aside. 

But who shall dare 
To measure loss and gain in this wise ? 
Defeat may be victory in disguise ; 
The lowest ebb is the turn of the tide. 
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THE BELLS OF SAN BLAS. 

The last poem written by Mr. Loi^ellow. The last yerse bat 
one is dated March 12, 1882. The final yerse was added March 
15. Mr. Longfellow died March 24. The poem was suggested 
by an article in Harper^ s Magazine, which the poet had just read. 

What say the BeUs of San Bias 
To the ships that southward pass 

From the harbor of Massatlan ? 
To them it is nothing more 
Than the sound of surf on the shore, — 

Nothing more to master or man. 

But to me, a dreamer of dreams, 
To whom what is and what seems 

Are often one and the same, — 
The Bells of San Bias to me 
Have a strange, wild melody, 

And are something more than a name. 

For bells are the voice of the church ; 
They have tones that touch and search 

The hearts of young and old ; 
One sound to all, yet each 
Lends a meaning to their speech. 

And the meaning is manifold. 

They are a voice of the Past, 
Of an age that is fading fast. 

Of a power austere and grand ; 
When the flag of Spain unfurled 
Its folds o'er this western world, 

And the Priest was lord of the land. 
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The chapel that once looked down 
On the little seaport town 

Has crumbled into the dust ; 
And on oaken beams below 
The bells swing to and fro, 

And are green with mould and rust. 

^^ Is, then, the old faith dead," 
They say, ^^ and in its stead 

Is some new faith proclaimed. 
That we are forced to remain 
Naked to sun and rain, 

Unsheltered and ashamed ? 

*' Once in our tower aloof 
We rang over wall and roof 

Our warnings and our complaints ; 
And round about us there 
The white doves filled the air. 

Like the white souls of the saints. 

^^ The saints I Ah, have they grown 
Forgetful of their own ? 

Are they asleep, or dead, 
That open to the sky 
Their ruined Missions lie. 

No longer tenanted ? 

" Oh, bring us back once more 
The vanished days of yore. 

When the world with faith was filled ; 
Bring back the fervid zeal, 
The hearts of fire and steel. 

The hands that believe and build. 



\ 
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«' Then from our tower again 
We will send over laud and main 

Our voices of command, 
Like exiled kings who return 
To their thrones, and the people learn 

That the Priest is lord of the land I " 

O Bells of San Bias, in vain 
Ye call back the Past again I 

The Past is deaf to your prayer ; 
Out of the shadows of night 
The world rolls into light ; 

It is daybreak everywhere* 



FRAGMENTS 

Mr. Longfellow occaaionaltj jotted down in hia joucnid Terses 
which refleutad the mood of the hour or canght nonie psBsing 
thinightur wntiiuent. The foUuwing are takeii from ihuir phiee 
in the publiahtid Lift, with the dates of their entry. 

Ooloher 22, 183a 

Neglected record of a mind neglected, 
Unto what " lets and stops " art thou subjected I 
The day with all its toils and occupations. 
The night with its reflections and sensations, 
The future, and the present, and the post, — 
All I remember, feel, and hope at last, 
All shapes of joy and sorrow, as they pass, — 
Find but a dusty image in this glass. 

Angnst 18, 1M7, 

fiuthful, indefatigable tides. 
That evermore upon God'a eiTands go, — 
Now seaward bearing tidings of the land, 
Now landward bearing tidings of the sea, — 
And filling every frith and estuary, 
Each arm of the great sea, each little creek, 
Each thread and Blament of water-courses. 
Full with your ministration of delight I 
Under the rafters of this wooden bridge 

1 see you come and go ; sometim>;s in haste 
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To reach your journey's end, which being done 
With feet unrested ye return again 
And re-comnience the never-ending task ; 
Patient, whatever burdens ye may bear, 
And fretted only by the impeding rocks. 

December 18, 1847. 

Soft through the silent air descend the feathery 
snow-flakes ; 

White are the distant hills, white are the neigh- 
boring fields ; 

Only the marshes are brown, and the river rolling 
among them 

Weareth the leaden hue seen in the eyes of the 
blind. 

August 4, 1850. 

A lovely morning, without the glare of the sun, 
the sea in great commotion, chafing and foaming. 

So from the bosom of darkness our days come 
roaring and gleaming. 
Chafe and break into foam, sink into darkness 
again. 
But on the shores of Time each leaves some trace 
of its passage. 
Though the succeeding wave washes it out 
from the sand. 



NOTES 

Page 20. 

That of our vices toe can frame 
A ladder. 

The words of St. Augustine are, " De vitiis nostris scalam 
nobis facimus, si vitia ipsa calcamus." — Sermon III. De 
Ascensione. 

Page 22. In Mather's Magnalia Christu 

[The passage in Mather upon which the poem is based is 
found in Book I. chapter vi., and is in the form of a letter 
to Mather from the Rev. James Pierpont, Pastor of New 
Haven, as follows : — 

" In compliance with your desires, I now give you the re- 
lation of that apparition of a ship in the air, which I have 
received from the most credible, judicious and curious sur- 
viving observers of it. 

^ In the year 1647, besides much other lading, a far more 
rich treasure of passengers, (five or six of which were per- 
sons of chief note and worth in Neio-Haven) put themselves 
on board a new ship, built at Rhode-Island, of about 150 
tuns ; but so walty, that the master, (Lamherton) often said 
she would prove their grave. In the mouth of January, 
cutting their way through much ice, on which they were 
accompanied with the Reverend Mr. Davenport, besides 
many other friends, with many fears, as well as prayers and 
tears, they set sail. Mr. Davenport in prayer with an ob- 
servable emphasis used these words. Lord, if it be thy pleasure 
to bury these our friends in the bottom of the sea, they are thine ; 
save them ! The spring following, no tidings of these friends 
arrived with the ships from England: New-^Haven's heart 
began to fail her : this put the godly people on much prayer, 
both publiek and private, that the Lord toould (if it was his 
pleasure) let them hear what he had done with their dear 
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friendi, a'ul prtpare Ihrm arith a suilahU mihiniulcn I 
Hdff fVUl. In June next eusit'mg, a grent Ihunder-ttomt _ 
anue out of the norlA-west ; after which (tliu hefiiinpltere be- J 
iog Burauc] hIhiiiI an boiir before sun-aet a skip of Uksl 
diuieiuuoUB with the aforeaaid, with her cauvttss mid colours I 
abroad (thoagh the wiud iiorthemlj') appeared ia the 4ir 1 
coming up from our harbour's mouth, whivh Ijes Boathword 1 
from tlw town, Beeuiinglj- with h(>r laiU filled under a fresh i 
gale, holding her coume north, aud uiintluuing under oliser- I 
vatioii, soiling agaiust the wind fur the space of half au 

" Mant/ were drawn to behold this great work of God ; 
jea, the very children crjed out, Tliere '» a hraoe ihip .' At 
length, eroiidiiig up as far aa there is usually leattr sufficient 
for such a vessel, and so near some of tlie speutators, as that 
they iiiuigined a man might hurl a, stone ou board her, her 
vtain-top seemed to be blown off, but left hanging in the I 
shrouds ; then her missen-top; then all her miMItny m 
blown away by the board ; quickly after the hulh brought I 
niito a careen, she over set, and so ranished into a smoakjr 1 
clond, which in Rome time dissipated, leaving, lu aveiy 1 
where else, a eleni' air. I'he admiring spectators could di»- ] 
tinguish the several colours of each part, the prinoipol rig- 
ging, aud such proportions, aa caused not only the generality 
of persons to say. This icos Me mould of their ship, and Oua 
va» her tragiek end : but Mr. Dasenpnrl also in publiek de- 
clared to this effect, T/ial Gad had corideieendtd, /or lAe 
fisting of Ih^r affiicUd xpiriU, tk'a txtmirrdinary uecount oj 
hu sovereign duiposal of thoae foriohom no many fervent prater* 
were made continuail^," To which Cotton Mather adds i 
" Reader, there being yet living bo many credible gentle- 
men, that were eye-witnesses of this teonderful thing, 1 ven- 
ture to publish it for a thing undoubted, aa 't is loonderjiil."^ 

Page 29. And Ike Emperor but a Macho. 

Macho, in Spanish, signifies a mule. Oolondrina ii 
feminine form for GoloHdrino, a swallow, aud also a cant 9 
name for a deserter. 

Page 3C. Oliver Babsf.un. 

Oliver Basaetin, the " Pare joyeux da f'aitdevUle," Bokf- 
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! fifteenth conttuy, and gave to his convivial 
Holigs the name of lus uativc valleys, in wluch Le sang tliem, 
Vaux-de-Vire. This name waa dJterwards uorrupted into 
.1 VaudeiiiUe. 

f"' Page 42. And a verse of a Lapland soug. ^ 

:' 



the modem yauaemue. _^ 

" Page 42. And a verse of a Lapland soug. V, 

[John Siietfer, in his The UixtiTif of Lapland, pnlilished 
at Oiford, 1674, gives some spccitiienB of Lnpp Ijrio veree, 
-ith traJisIations, in one of wbi'-h are the lines ; — 






I 



No iiEUE on Uwy find.] 

page 43. / rcnieraber Ike sca-fghlfaf amty. 

TLIb was the eiigngement between the Enterprise and 
Boxer ulf the liorbur uf Portland, in' which both captains 
were slain. They were buried side by side in tlie ceme- 
tery on Mouutjoy. [The figlit took place in 1813. The 
Enterprise was nn American brig, the Boxer an Engliah 
one. The flglit, whiuli could be seen from the shore, lasted 
for three quarters of an hour, when tlio Enterprise cutns 
into the harbor, bringing her captive with her.] — ^j 

Page 53. The palm, lAe lili/, arid lAe npnar. 

"At Pisa the uhiircli of San Franiusco contains li chapel 
dt^iioated lately to Santa Filomena ; over the altar is a pic- 
ture, by Sabatelli, representing the Saint lis a beautiful, 
nymph-like figure, floating down from lienTen, attended by 
two angels bearing the lily, palm, and javelin, and beneath, 
in the foregroiinil, the uek and maimed, wbu are healed by 
her intercession." — Mrs. Jameson, Saered and Legendary 
Art, II. 298. 

Page 02. Sandalphm, tht Angel ofPmwer. 

[" Rabbi Kllcxer linth said ; ' Tliere is an Angol wbo 
standeth on earth aud reacfacth with his h(-ad to the door uf 
HtHivon. It uj taught in the Miahtut that he is called Sua- 
dalplion.' " 

" There an three [aiigcU] who weave or make garlands 
nnt of tli« prayers uf the Isranlltcs . . . tlie tliini is SaikIhI- 
phon." 

"There be Angvls wlilch arc of W'inil and lliorc be Au- 
gtU which ai-c >.( Vm:" 
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" The holy and blessed God pTt^ates everir Aaj m, midtttiidH 
of Bu^ls la heaven, who, after the; have sung a hfmii 
fore Ilim, du perish. . . . Except Michael and Gnbriel . . . 
and Sandalphou and their eqaals, who remain iii their gloij 
wherewith they were invested in tlie six days' creation." 

" The pra))het Elias is the Angel Sandalphon, who twiat- ■ 
eth or bindeth garloiida out of the prayers, for his Lord." 

The above pagsages trniu J. P. .Stelieliu's The Tradilim 
of the Jews were marked by Mr. Ijongtellow, and evidentljfl 
furnished the material u)ioa which he bH«ed bis poem.] 

Page 108. Of the White ChUfaiith geUoK hair. 

[Uuoetnl George A. CuHt«r, who was surprised tutd witlj 
hltt entire force put to death by the Siooi, June 23, 1876.] 

Page HI. A Baijjd of tiik Fkesch Fleet. 

[The following ia the passage from Hutchinson, pvi 
the history of the calamity which befell tlie French fleet.^ 
"The beginning of September, [1746] vessels arrived Kt 
Boston from Hull and Liverpool with advice that the Brest 
fleet had Bailed, and it was supposed for North AiiierioB, 
wid from the middle to the latter end of the month frequent-— 
acooiints were brought of a great lleet seen to the westwt 
of Newfoimdland, which we flattered ourselves might h 
English as likely as French, but on the 28th an express ai 
rived from Louisburgh with certain advice these ships wen 
the French fleet, which it was aEGrmed uoiuibited of TO st " 
H of whieh were capital ships, and that there « 
smaller men of war, and the rent Are ships, bombs, t 
and transports for eight thousand troops. . . . England « 
not more alarmed with the Spanish nmiada in 1581 
Boston and the other North American seR|HiFts wei 
the arrival of this fleet in thrir noighliourliiiod. . . 
misfortunes of this grand armameut are ri^ally very n 
able. The Joss of Cape Breton filled tlie French « 
spirit of revenge against the British colonietj. Hie i 
d'Anville, a French nobleman in whose courage and 
duct great confidence was placed, was nppniiitcd to the Ol 
maud of the expedition. As early as the begiuning of ft 
the fleet was ready to sail, but detained by contrary «' 
nutil the 22(1 of June, when it left Bochellc, and then a 
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sisted oF 11 sLips of the line, 30 smaller Teasels frum 19 
to 30 guua, aud tranaport ships with 3130 laud foroea coiii- 
manded by Monsieur Ponunerit, a brigndier general. The 
French of NovB^-Scotia, it was expected, would join them, and 
Ramsay, a French officer, with 1700 CanEidiaiis and Indiana 
were actnally in arins there ready for their arrival. To this 
force ConJtona with four aliips from the Weat-lndies were 
to be added. It was tlie third of August before the fleet 
hud pasBod the western Islands. The a4th they were 300 
leaguea distant from Novn-Scotia, and one of their ships 
complniued su much thuC tliey burnt her. The 15th, tlie 
Ardent, of 64 gnus, most of her crew being aiok, put ba«lc 
for Brest. 

" The duke d'Anville, in the Northumberliuid, arrived at 
Chibucto the 12th of September, with only one aliip of the 
line, the B«nomiu^e, and three or four of the tnuisports. 
There he found only one of the fleet, which had been in 
three days, and after waiting three diiyE aiul finding tlutt 
only Uiree more, and those transports, had arrived, the 10th 
in tlie morning he died, the French said of an apoplexy, tlio 
English that he poisoned himself. In the ikfteruooii the 
Tioe-iuluural, d'Estoiimelle, with three or four niuro of the 
line came in. Mons. de la Jonquiere, governor of Canada, 
was abuHrd the Northumberland, and had been declared a 
lAe/ d'etiiitiirti after the fleet left France, and, by this means, 
ynu next in commiuid to the vice admiral. In a oounuil of 
war, the 18th, the vice-ailrainU proposed rctumingto France, 
Four of the capital ships, the Ardent, Caribou, Mars and 
Aluide, and the Argonaute fire-ship they wore deprived of, 
there was no news of Couflans and his ships, so that only 
seven ships ol tiiiportiuiee reniuned, more or less of the 
land forces were on board each of tho missing ships, and 
what remaiut^d were in a very sickly c'Dndition. This nio- 
ti»n was opposed tor seven or eight hours by Jonquiere and 
others of the couneil, who supjioscd that, at lenat, they wrms 
in a vundition to ret'over Annapolis and Nnva-Scntia, aftj<r 
which they might either winter securely at Cnsco-Bay or, ut 
worst, then return to Prance, The sick men, by the uini- 
stant supply of fresh provisioiis fmin tlie Aeadians, were 
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dnily recovering, and would be soon fit for scrviue. Thai 
mutiou not prevailing, the viee-admiral's spirits were e 
taCed to Biich a degree as to throw him into a. fever attendudS 
with a delirium, in which he imagined himself among tl 
English, and lau himself through the bodf. Jonquiere eui>> 
tt«(>ded, who was a man expericnuud iu war and, althougln 
above 00, atill more active than either of liis predec 
and Ihu exitovtntiona of the Huet and army were 
raised. Prum this time Ammpolis sepms to have been tbeii 
chief object. Au account, supposed to l>o autbentin, havinfgS 
been reuetved at Boston of the sailing of Admiral Lestov^ 
Mr. Shirley sent an express to Luuislmrgh to carry tin 
iuh'lligeuue. The pucket boat was taken and carried i 
Cbibucto, which accelerated the sailing of the fleet. M 
of the nick had died at Chibucto, and but about one half thei^ 
number remnined alive. They sailed the lltth of October^l 
and the llitb, being near Cape Sablea, they met with a vio'V 
lent cold storm, which, after some intermission, increased tlj«j| 
16th and ITth, and separated the fleet, two of which only, a, 
TiO and a, 30 gun ship, were discovered from the fort a 
napolis, where the Chester man of war. Captain Bpiy, IheHV 
lay with the Shirley frigate and n small vessel iu thi 
of the board of urdimnce, who being discovered lij tl 
French to be nuder sail they made off, and this was 
of tlio expedition. The news of the beginning of the n 
fortunes of the French havijig reached France by som( 
the returned vewels, two men of war were sent inunedinteljrfl 
with orders, at all events, to take Annapolis, but the fle^B 
had sailed three or four days before they arrived. 

" Pious men saw the immediate hand of divine providene 
in the protection or rather rescue of the British colonies U 
year, as they had done in the miraoulons success of I 
Cftpe Breton expedition the former year." — The Hintorj/ q 
the Province of Mansachusetls Bay. By Mr. Hutehingoa, II, 1 
425-429. 

Prince's Thanksgiving sermon provided Mr. Longfellow ■ 
with the general spirit of the preacher and supplied him a] 
with characteristic phrases. Prince, in lus sermon, quol 
from the prayer which he had put up in the meeting-IiMue ■ 
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OR the day of general prayer. " I aaw the TenU of CusJian 
in Afflictloa, aud the Curtung of the Limd of M'tdian did 
tremble. Was thy Wrath against the Sen, that thgu didst 
ride upon thy Horses ? But thy Cliariots were Sd,iialioii ! " 
So exclaimed the fervent preacher. It may be observed 
that Mr. Longfellow, in making Prince say 

I itoDd in the Old Soutti, 
was arailing himself of a distinction still fresh, since the 
term "old" was introduced in 1717, wheu the new Suutb 
meeting-house was built, over the suecesEur to which the 
Reverend E. E. Hiile presides. Mr. Hide informs the edi- 
tor that Mr. Longfellow eontribnted to the Old South fund 
the money received from the publicntiun of tliD ballad in tha 
Atlantic Monlhli/.'] 

Page 113. Thb Leap of Koushan Beg. 

[In Specimen* of the Popular Poetry of the Persiwt/, trans- 
lated by Alexander Chodako, will be found an account of 
Kurroglou the Persian bandit-poet (whoso real nanio wna 
Kuualuui). Among other adventures ia his escape from his 
pursuerB on his ateed Kyrat. " The brave Ryrat sprang 
fucward aud stood on the very brink of the precipice ; hia 
four legB were gathered together like the leaves of a roae- 
liud ; he gave a spring aud leaped Co the other side of the 
raviue. As for Kurroglou, even the cap did not move on 
hU htad, nor did be look behind."] 

Page 117. Rakal Trisanta, kinff ofnalums. 

[The st4iry of Ring Trisanku is told iu the Rmnayana. 
In Kaiidasa's Siikunlala he is spokeu of aa " King Trisauku 
who waa suspended between heaven and earth because the 
sagu Viswamitra commanded hiui to mount up to heaven 
nnd the gods ordered hiiu down again,"] 

Page 187. 

" Caaar, we who or* about to die 
Salute !/ou I" 

[ThiB use of the phmie Aforilufi Salvtamiu agrees with 
the trentmeut of G^roine in his panting, lieciuath whirli he 
wrote the words, Ave Canar, Imperatnr, Moriluri le SalutanI, 
The refwrent'o lo a gladiatorial eomhiit, bowevsr, i» doubled 
by some BchuloTB, who i|noto Suetonius and Dion Cosaius an 
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using the phmse in oonneFtioii with the great »ea-l 

bitioD giveu by the Emperor uu Lacus Fucinus. 

batants were coDdemned crimimtla, and they wei 

until one of the parties wna killed, unless saved by the inter-"! 

position of the Emperor,] 

Page 138. AU Moe One. 

[Professor Alpheus Spring Fnckord, siuce deceased.] 

Page 191. " Be bold I be hold ! " 

[tSee Spenser's Faerie Queene, Book III. Canto xi. Stai 
64.] 

Page 193. Let me endeavor witk a tale U> Aase. 

[The origiual of thia story is to be found in Tale CVIL ^ 
of Gesla Roi'tattorum / C>f Tonembering death and forgetting 
things temporal,] 

Page 197. /» Attica thy birthplace thoM have been. 

[Cornelius Conway Felton, at one tiiuo Professor i 
Greek, ajid afterward President, at Harvard College.] 

Page 108. Piteoady calling and laiiiettting thee. 

[Jcau Louis Bodolphe Agassiz, the eminent nntaraliat^ I 
whose summer home at Nahaut was near Mr. Longfellow's, I 
wJiile they were also fellow townsmen in Cambridge.] 

Page 199. A friend who bore thy name. 

[Charles Sumner, one of Mr. Longfellow's doseat friends.] 1 

Page 208. Here lies the gentle hnmorut. 

[Washington Irving. It is interestmg to note the i 
fluenee nhiali this writer had upon Mr. Longfellow, i 
shown not only in his early prose, but in his direct testi- 
mony. In presenting the resolatioua upon the death of Ir- 
ving at a meeting of the Masaneliusetts Historical Society, 
December G, 1859, Mr. Longfellow said : " Every reader 
has Ilia first book ; I mean to say, one book among all othersj 
which in early youth first fascioates his imagination, and ft 
onue excites and sntisfies the desires of his mind. To v 
this first book was the Sketch-Book of Washington IrringJ 
I was a school-boy when it was published, and read e 
sncceeding number with ever increasing wotuler aod deligfat^l 
apell-boimd by its pleasant humor, its melancholy tender 
nesa, its atmosphere of revery, — niiy, even by its g 
brown covers, the shaded letters of its titles, and tbt £ 
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clear type, which aeeined an outward symbol of ita style. 
How many delightful hooku the same author Ims given ua, 
written before and siuoe, — volumes of history and of fic- 
tion, most of which illiistrnte liia native land, and some of 
whicli illuminate it and make the Hudson, 1 will not say aa 
clasaic, bnt as romantic as the Rhine ! Yet still the charm 
uf the Sketch-Book rexuaina unUroken ; the old fascination 
remains about it ; and whenever 1 open its pages, 1 open 
also that mysterious door which leiids back into the haunted 
chambers of youth." . . .] 

Page 203. Euor's Oajc. 

[At a spot in Brighton, under Nonnntimi Hill, a.t the jnnc- 
tiou of what are now Washiiigtoit, Faneuil, aud Nunautnui 
streets, about tliree miles from Mr. Longfellow's huuio in 
Cambridge. The oak was cut down in 1855. In early iluya 
aa Indian tcaij led thence to Cambridge.] 

Page 210. Ai lay-th thy obi hiatiirian and l/ij/ gutst. 

[James Howell in liis A Sareag of the Signone uf Venice.] 

Page 'ill, Parker Clkavelamc. 

[A dbtiuguished naturalist who was senior professor at 
Bowrdoiu College, where Mr. Longfellow was first a student) 
and afterward ait instructor. The father of the poet was an 
iu^mate friend of Professor Clouvelniid, and when the sou 
went tu Brunswick he found in the older man one of bis 
most cherished assuciiites. When he went back to ^ve bis 
]>ovni Morituri SalwUnaai, he made his stay at the Cleave- 
ianil mansion, with the daughter of the deceased professor.] 

Page 212. Three liUnces there are. 

["There are three kinds of silenoe ; — the tlrst is of 
words, the second of desires, the third of thoughts. ... By 
not speaking, not desiring, not thinking, one arrives at the 
true aud perfect mystical silpnce wherein God speaks with 
the soul, eominunivnting Himself to it, and in the abyss of 
its own dtpth leaches it the most perfect and exalli»d v/w- 
dom." — Mieluel de MoUnos ; Spiritual Guide.] 

Page 217. TlUE Foua Pbikcksskb at Wxlna. 

[The portraits were of the Princesses OorosoT.] 

Page 219. Poet ! 1 come to touch ihg tantx mith mine. 

*• Wlii-n any oamo to tnlto tb-- government of the Hundred 
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or Wapentake in a day and place appointed, as they were 
accustomed to meete, all the better sort met him with lances, 
and he alighting from his horse, all rise up to him, and he 
setting or holding his lance upright, all the rest come with 
their lances, according to the auncient custome in confirm- 
ing league and publike peace and obedience, and touch, his 
lance or weapon, and thereof called Wapentake, for the 
Saxon or old English toapun is weapon, and toe, tactus, a 
touching, thereby this meeting called Wapentake, or touch- 
ing of weapon, because that by that signe and ceremonie of 
touching weapon or the lance, they were swome and con- 
federate." — Master Lamberd in Minshew, 

Page 228. Lies the decui bishop on his tomb. 

[Benozzo Federighi, Bishop of Fiesole, vir integerrimd vitd^ 
as the inscription says. See Yasari under Luca della Robbia 
vol. 1, p. 343, Bohn's edition.] 

Page 236. Watch o'er Maximilian^ s tomb. 

In the Hofkirche at Innsbruck. 

Page 239. From my Arm-Chair. 

[This chair bears the inscription, 

To 

THE AUTHOR 
of 

THS yiLLAOB BLACKSIOTH, 

This chair, made from the wood of the 

spreading chestnut-tree, 

is presented as 

An expression of grateful regard and veneration by 

The children of Cambridge, 

Who with their friends join in best wishes 

and congratulations 

on 
This Anniversary. 
February 27, 1879. 

In 1880, when the city of Cambridge celebrated the two 
hundred and fiftieth anniversary of the founding of the 
town, December 28th, there was a children's festival at 
Sanders Theatre in the morning, and the chair stood on the 
platform in full view of the thousand children assembled. 
Mr. George Riddle read the poem ; then, to the surprise of 
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all, the poet himself carne forward and made this little 
speech : — 

" My dear young Priends, — I do not rise to make an ad- 
dress to you, but to excuse myself from making one. I 
know the proverb says that he who excuses himself accuses 
himself, and I am willing on this occasion to accuse myself, 
for I feel very much as I suppose some of you do when you 
are suddenly called upon in your class-room, and are obliged 
to say that you are not prepared. I am glad to see your 
faces and to hear your voices. I am glad to have this 
opportunity of thanking you in prose, as I have already 
done in verse, for the beautiful present you made me some 
two years ago. Perhaps some of you have forgotten it, but 
I have not ; and I am afraid — yes, I am afraid — that fifty 
years hence, when you celebrate the three hundredth anni- 
versary of this occasion, this day and all that belongs to it 
will have passed from your memory : for an English phi- 
losopher has said that the ideas as well as children of our 
youth often die before us, and our minds represent to us 
those tombs to which we are approaching, where though the 
brass and marble remain, yet the inscriptions are effaced by 
time, and the imagery moulders away."] 

Page 241. How cold are thy baths, Apollo ! 

[A writer in the London Academy says : "As a matter 
of fact, Jugurtha's exclamation when thrust into the cold, 
dank prison, was * Heracles, how cold your [plural, btx&v] 
bath is ! ' (See Plutarch, Marius, c. 12.) * Heracles ' is the 
ordinary Greek interjection, not an address to a god. The 
most natural ex])lanation of this odd mistake seems to be 
the following : Mr. Longfellow substituted the name of one 
god for another by a slip of the memory. When Ajwllo 
thus replaced Heracles, it was natural to make the further 
supposition that he was directly addressed, and that the 
ambiguous 'your* was singular."] 

Page 275. 

So the Hexameter, rising and singing, with cadence sonorous 

Falls ; and in refluent rhythm hack the Pentameter flows. 

[Schiller's lines will be recalled : — 

In Hoxametor steijrt des Springquelln fli\%ige Siule ; 
lu Pentameter dnuif fallt aie roelodiach berab. 
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In his diary, under date of February 24, 1847, Mr. Long- 
fellow writes : — 

" Walking down to Felton*s tliis morning, seduced by the 
magnetic influence of the air and the approach to classic 
ground, I composed the following, a peijdant to Schiller's, — 

In Hexameter headlong the cataract plunges, • 
In Pentameter up whirhi the eddying mist. 

In my afternoon's walk I changed it and addedvihree more. 



In Hexameter plunges the headlong cataract downward, 
In Pentameter up whirls the eddying mist. 

n. 

In Hexameter rolls sonorous the peal of the organ ; 
In Pentameter soft rises the chant of the choir. 

m. 

In Hexameter gallops delighted a beggar on horseback ; 
In Pentameter, whack ! tumbles he off of his steed. 

IV. 

In Hexameter singps serenely a Harvard Professor ; 
In Pentameter him damns censorious Poe."] 

Page 290. [" San Bias . . . has on a bluff beside it the 
ruins of a once more substantial San Bias. Old bronze 
bells brought down from it have been mounted in rude 
frames a few feet high to serve the purpose of the present 
poor church, which is without a belfry, and this is called in 
irony, * The tower of San Bias.' " — Typical Journeys and 
Country Life in Mexico, By W. H. Bishop, in Harper's 
Monthly Magazine, March, 1882.] 
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